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INTRODUCTION 


Most of the following Kwaidan, or Weird 
Tales, have been taken from old Japanese books 
—such as the Yasd-Kidan, Bukkyo-Hyakkwa- 
Zensho, Kokon-Chomonshi, Tama -Sudaré, 
and Hyaku-Monogatari. Some of the stories 
may have had a Chinese origin: the very re- 
markable ‘Dream of Akinosuké,’ for example, 
is certainly from a Chinese source. But the 
Japanese story-teller, in every case, has so re- 
coloured and reshaped his borrowing as to 
naturalize it... . One queer tale, ‘Yuki-Onna,’ 
was told me by a farmer of Chofu, Nishitama- 
gori, in Musashi province, as a legend of his 
native village. Whether it has ever been written 
in Japanese I do not know; but the extra- 
ordinary belief which it records used certainly 
to exist in most parts of Japan, and in many 
curious forms. ... The incident of ‘Riki- Baka’ 
was a personal experience; and I wrote it down 
almost exactly as it happened, changing only 
a family-name mentioned by the Japanese 
narrator. 
j Bt ea 
TOxy6, Japan, January 2oth, 1904. 
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THE STORY OF 
MIMI-NASHI-HOI[CHI 


More than seven hundred years ago, at Dan- 
no-ura, in the Straits of Shimonoséki, was 
fought the last battle of the long contest be- 
tween the Heiké, or Taira clan, and the Genji, 
or Minamoto clan. There the Heiké perished 
utterly, with their women and children, and 
their infant emperor likewise — now remem- 
bered as Antoku Tenno. And that sea and 
shore have been haunted for seven hundred 
years... . Elsewhere I told you about the 
strange crabs found there, called Heiké crabs, 
which have human faces on their backs, and 
are said to be the spirits of Heiké warriors.* 
But there are many strange things to be seen 
and heard along that coast. On dark nights 
thousands of ghostly fires hover about the 
beach, or flit above the waves, — pale lights 
which the fishermen call Onz-01, or demon-fires; 
and, whenever the winds are up, a sound of 


* See my Kotto, for a description of these curious 
crabs. 
9 es 


MIMI-NASHI-HOICHI 


great shouting comes from that sea, like a 
clamour of battle. 

in former years the Heiké were much more 
restless than they now are. They would rise 
about ships passing in the night, and try to 
sink them; and at all times they would watch 
for swimmers, to pull them down. It was in 
order to appease those dead that the Buddhist 
temple, Amidaji, was built at Akamagas¢ki.* 
A cemetery also was made close by, near the 
beach; and within it were set up monuments 
inscribed with the names of the drowned em- 
peror and of his great vassals; and Buddhist 
services were regularly performed there, on be- 
half of the spirits of them. After the temple 
had been built, and the tombs erected, the 
Heiké gave less trouble than before; but they 
continued to do queer things at intervals, — 
proving that they had not found the perfect 


peace. 


Some centuries ago there lived at Akamaga- 
séki a blind man named Hoichi, who was 
famed for his skill in recitation and in playing 

* Or, Shimonos¢ki. The town is also known by 


the name of Bakkan. 
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upon the diwa.* From childhood he had been 
trained to recite and to play; and while yet a 
lad he had surpassed his teachers. As a pro- 
fessional biwa-hdshi he became famous chiefly 
by his recitations of the history of the Heiké 
and the Genji; and it is said that when he sang 
the song of the battle of Dan-no-ura ‘even the 
goblins [Rzjin] could not refrain from tears.’ 


At the outset of his career, Hoichi was very 
poor; but he found a good friend to help him. 
The priest of the Amidaji was fond of poetry 
and music; and he often invited Hoichi to the 
temple, to play and recite. Afterwards, being 
much impressed by the wonderful skill of the 
lad, the priest proposed that Hoichi should 


*The diwa, a kind of four-stringed lute, is 
chiefly used in musical recitative. Formerly the 
professional minstrels who recited the Hezké- 
Monogatari, and other tragical histories, were 
called biwa-hdshi, or ‘lute-priests.’ The origin of 
this appellation is not clear; but it is possible that 
it may have been suggested by the fact that ‘lute- 
priests,’ as well as blind shampooers, had their 
heads shaven, like Buddhist priests. The diwa is 
played with a kind of plectrum, called bachz, 
usually made of horn. 
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MIMI-NASHI-HOICHI 
make the temple his home; and this offer was 
gratefully accepted. Hoichi was given a room 
in the temple-building; and, in return for food 
and lodging, he was required only to gratify 
the priest with a musical performance on cer- 
tain evenings, when otherwise disengaged. 


One summer night the priest was called 
away, to perform a Buddhist service at the 
house of a dead parishioner; and he went there 
with his acolyte, leaving Hdichi alone in the 
temple. It was a hot night; and the blind man 
sought to cool himself on the verandah before 
his sleeping-room. The verandah overlooked 
a small garden in the rear of the Amidaji. 
There Hdichi waited for the priest’s return, 
and tried to relieve his solitude by practising 
upon his biwa. Midnight passed; and the priest 
did not appear. But the atmosphere was still 
too warm for comfort within doors; and Hoichi 
remained outside. At last he heard steps ap- 
proaching from the back gate. Somebody cross- 
ed the garden, advanced to the verandah, and 
halted directly in front of him—but it was 
not the priest. A deep voice called the blind 
man’s name —abruptly and unceremoniously, 
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MIMI-NASHI-HOICHI 
in the manner of a samurai summoning an 
inferior : — 

‘Hoichi!’ 

Hoichi was too much startled, for the mo- 
ment, to respond; and the voice called again, 
in a tone of harsh command, — 

“Hoichi!’ 

‘Hai!’ answered the blind man, frightened 
by the menace in the voice, —‘I am blind! — 
I cannot know who calls!’ 

‘There is nothing to fear,’ the stranger ex- 
claimed, speaking more gently. ‘I am stopping 
near this temple, and have been sent to you 
with a message. My present lord, a person of 
exceedingly high rank, is now staying in Aka- 
magas¢ki, with many noble attendants. He 
wished to view the scene of the battle of Dan- 
no-ura; and to-day he visited that place. Having 
heard of your skill in reciting the story of the 
battle, he now desires to hear your perform- 
ance: so you will take your biwa and come 
with me at once to the house where the august 
assembly is waiting.’ 

In those times, the order of a samurai was 
not to be lightly disobeyed. Hoichi donned his 
sandals, took his biwa, and went away with 
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MIMI-NASHI-HOICHI 
the stranger, who guided him deftly, but oblig- 
ed him to walk very fast. The hand that guided 
was iron; and the clank of the warrior’s stride 
proved him fully armed, — probably some 
palace-guard on duty. Hoichi’s first alarm was 
over: he began to imagine himself in good 
luck;—for, remembering the retainer’s assur- 
ance about a ‘person of exceedingly high rank,’ 
he thought that the lord who wished to hear 
the recitation could not be less than a daimyo 
of the first class. Presently the samurai halted; 
and Héichi became aware that they had arrived 
at a large gateway;—and he wondered, for he 
could not remember any large gate in that part 
of the town, except the main gate of the 
Amidaji. ‘Kaimon!’* the samurai called, — and 
there was a sound of unbarring; and the twain 
passed on. They traversed a space of garden, 
and halted again before some entrance; and 
the retainer cried in a loud voice, ‘Within 
there! I have brought Hoéichi.’ Then came 
sounds of feet hurrying, and screens sliding, 
and rain-doors opening, and voices of women 


* A respectful term, signifying the opening of a 
gate. It was used by samurai when calling to the 
guards on duty at a lord’s gate for admission. 
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in converse. By the language of the women 
Hoichi knew them to be domestics in some 
noble household; but he could not imagine to 
what place he had been conducted. Little time 
was allowed him for conjecture. After he had 
been helped to mount several stone steps, upon 
the last of which he was told to leave his san- 
dals, a woman’s hand guided him along inter- 
minable reaches of polished planking, and 
round pillared angles too many to remember, 
and over widths amazing of matted floor, — 
into the middle of some vast apartment. There 
he thought that many great people were assem- 
bled: the sound of the rustling of silk was like 
the sound of leaves in a forest. He heard also 
a great humming of voices, —talking in under- 
tones; and the speech was the speech of courts. 

Hoichi was told to put himself at ease, and 
he found a kneeling-cushion ready for him. 
After having taken his place upon it, and tuned 
his instrument, the voice of a woman— whom 
he divined to be the Rojo, or matron in charge 
of the female service —addressed him, saying, — 

‘It is now required that the history of the 
Heiké be recited, to the accompaniment of the 
biwa.’ 
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Now the entire recital would have required 
a time of many nights: therefore Héichi ven- 
tured a question : — 

‘As the whole of the story is not soon told, 
what portion is it augustly desired that I now 
recite?’ 

The woman’s voice made answer : — 

‘Recite the story of the battle at Dan-no-ura, 
—for the pity of it is the most deep.’* 

Then Hoichi lifted up his voice, and chanted 
the chant of the fight on the bitter sea, —won- 
derfully making his biwa to sound like the 
straining of oars and the rushing of ships, the 
whirr and the hissing of arrows, the shouting 
and trampling of men, the crashing of steel 
upon helmets, the plunging of slain in the 
flood. And to left and right of him, in the 
pauses of his playing, he could hear voices mur- 
muring praise: “How marvelous an artist !’— 
‘Never in our own province was playing heard 
like this !’—‘Not in all the empire is there an- 
other singer like Hoichi!’ Then fresh courage 
came to him, and he played and sang yet better 


* Or the phrase might be rendered, ‘for the pity 
of that part is the deepest.’ The Japanese word 
for pity in the original text is awaré. 
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than before; and a hush of wonder deepened 
about him. But when at last he came to tell 
the fate of the fair and helpless, —the piteous 
perishing of the women and children, —and 
the death-leap of Nii-no-Ama, with the im- 
perial infant in her arms, — then all the 
listeners uttered together one long, long shud- 
dering cry of anguish; and thereafter they 
wept and wailed so loudly and so wildly that 
the blind man was frightened by the violence 
of the grief that he had made. For much time 
the sobbing and the wailing continued. But 
gradually the sounds of lamentation died away; 
and again, in the great stillness that followed, 
Hoichi heard the voice of the woman whom 
he supposed to be the Rojo. 

She said : — 

‘Although we had been assured that you were 
a very skillful player upon the biwa, and with- 
out an equal in recitative, we did not know that 
any one could be so skillful as you have proved 
yourself to-night. Our lord has been pleased 
to say that he intends to bestow upon you a 
fitting reward. But he desires that you shall 
perform before him once every night for the 
next six nights—after which time he will pro- 
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bably make his august return-journey. To- 
morrow night, therefore, you are to come here 
at the same hour. The retainer who to-night 
conducted you will be sent for you. . . . There 
is another matter about which I have been 
ordered to inform you. It is required that you 
shall speak to no one of your visits here, during 
the time of our lord’s august sojourn at Aka- 
magas¢ki. As he is travelling incognito,* he 
commands that no mention of these things be 
made. .. . You are now free to go back to your 
temple.’ 

After Héichi had duly expressed his thanks, 
a woman’s hand conducted him to the entrance 
of the house, where the same retainer, who 
had before guided him, was waiting to take 
him home. The retainer led him to the veran- 
dah at the rear of the temple, and there bade 


him farewell. 


It was almost dawn when Hoichi returned; 
but his absence from the temple had not been 
observed, —as the priest, coming back at a very 


**Travelling incognito’ is at least the meaning 
of the original phrase, — ‘making a disguised 
august-journey’ (shinobi no go-ryoko). 
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late hour, had supposed him asleep. During 
the day Hoichi was able to take some rest; and 
he said nothing about his strange adventure. 
In the middle of the following night the samu- 
rai again came for him, and led him to the 
august assembly, where he gave another reci- 
tation with the same success that had attended 
his previous performance. But during this 
second visit his absence from the temple was 
accidentally discovered; and after his return in 
the morning he was summoned to the presence 
of the priest, who said to him, in a tone of 
kindly reproach : — 

“We have been very anxious about you, friend 
Hoichi. To go out, blind and alone, at so late 
an hour, is dangerous. Why did you go with- 
out telling us? I could have ordered a servant 
to accompany you. And where have you been?’ 

Hoichi answered, evasively, — 

‘Pardon me, kind friend! I had to attend to 
some private business; and I could not arrange 
the matter at any other hour.’ 

The priest was surprised, rather than pained, 
by Hoichi’s reticence : he felt it to be unnatural, 
and suspected something wrong. He feared that 
the blind lad had been bewitched or deluded 
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by some evil spirits. He did not ask any more 
questions; but he privately instructed the men- 
servants of the temple to keep watch upon 
Hoichi’s movements, and to follow him in case 
that he should again leave the temple after dark. 


On the very next night, Hoichi was seen to 
leave the temple; and the servants immediately 
lighted their lanterns, and followed after him. 
But it was a rainy night, and very dark; and 
before the temple-folks could get to the road- 
way, Hoichi had disappeared. Evidently he had 
walked very fast,— a strange thing, consider- 
ing his blindness; for the road was in a bad 
condition. The men hurried through the 
streets, making inquiries at every house which 
Hodichi was accustomed to visit; but nobody 
could give them any news of him. At last, as 
they were returning to the temple by way of 
the shore, they were startled by the sound of a 
biwa, furiously played, in the cemetery of the 
Amidaji. Except for some ghostly fires—such 
as usually flitted there on dark nights—all was 
blackness in that direction. But the men at 
once hastened into the cemetery; and there, by 
the help of their lanterns, they discovered 
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Hoichi,—sitting alone in the rain before the 
memorial tomb of Antoku Tenné, making his 
biwa resound, and loudly chanting the chant 
of the battle of Dan-no-ura. And behind him, 
and about him, and everywhere above the 
tombs, the fires of the dead were burning, 
like candles. Never before had so great a host 
of Oni-bi appeared in the sight of mortal 
atic... 

‘Hoichi San!—Hoichi San!’ the servants 
cried,—‘you are bewitched! . . . Hodichi San!’ 

But the blind man did not seem to hear. 
Strenuously he made his biwa to rattle and ring 
and clang;—more and more wildly he chanted 
the chant of the battle of Dan-no-ura. They 
caught hold of him;—they shouted into his 
ear, — 

‘Hoichi San!—Hoichi San!—come home 
with us at once!’ 

Reprovingly he spoke to them : — 

‘To interrupt me in such a manner before 
this august assembly, will not be tolerated.’ 

Whereat, in spite of the weirdness of the 
thing, the servants could not help laughing. 
Sure that he had been bewitched, they now 
seized him, and pulled him up on his feet, and 
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by main force hurried him back to the temple, 
—where he was immediately relieved of his 
wet clothes, by order of the priest, and reclad, 
and made to eat and drink. Then the priest 
insisted upon a full explanation of his friend’s 
astonishing behaviour. 

Hoichi long hesitated to speak. But at last, 
finding that his conduct had really alarmed 
and angered the good priest, he decided to 
abandon his reserve; and he related everything 
that had happened from the time of the first 
visit of the samurai. 

The priest said : — 

‘Hoichi, my poor friend, you are now in great 
danger! How unfortunate that you did not 
tell me all this before! Your wonderful skill 
in music has indeed brought you into strange 
trouble. By this time you must be aware that 
you have not been visiting any house what- 
ever, but have been passing your nights in the 
cemetery, among the tombs of the Heiké;— 
and it was before the memorial-tomb of 
Antoku Tenné that our people to-night found 
you, sitting in the rain. All that you have been 
imagining was illusion —except the calling of 
the dead. By once obeying them, you have put 
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yourself in their power. If you obey them again, 
after what has already occurred, they will tear 
you in pieces. But they would have destroyed 
you, sooner or later, in any event... . Now I 
shall not be able to remain with you to-night: 
I am called away to perform another service. 
But, before I go, it will be necessary to protect 
your body by writing holy texts upon it.’ 


Before sundown the priest and his acolyte 
stripped Hoéichi: then, with their writing- 
brushes, they traced upon his breast and back, 
head and face and neck, limbs and hands and 
feet, —even upon the soles of his feet, and upon 
all parts of his body,—the text of the holy 
stra called Hannya-Shin-Kyo.* When this 


* The Smaller Pragiia-Paramita-Hridaya-Sitra is 
thus called in Japanese. Both the smaller and 
larger sitras called Pragfia-Paramita (“Transcen- 
dent Wisdom’) have been translated by the late 
Professor Max Miller, and can be found in 
volume xlix of the Sacred Books of the East 
(‘Buddhist Mahayana Sitras’).— Apropos of the 
magical use of the text, as described in this story, 
it is worth remarking that the subject of the sitra 
is the Doctrine of the Emptiness of Forms,—that 
is to say, of the unreal character of all phenomena 
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had been done, the priest instructed Héichi, 
saying : — 

‘To-night, as soon as I go away, you must 
seat yourself on the verandah, and wait. You 
will be called. But, whatever may happen, do 
not answer, and do not move. Say nothing, and 
sit still—as if meditating. If you stir, or make 
any noise, you will be torn asunder. Do not 
get frightened; and do not think of calling for 
help — because no help could save you. If you 
do exactly as I tell you, the danger will pass, 
and you will have nothing more to fear.’ 


After dark the priest and the acolyte went 
away; and Hoichi seated himself on the veran- 
dah, according to the instructions given him. 


or noumena.... ‘Form is emptiness; and empti- 
ness is form. Emptiness is not different from form; 
form is not different from emptiness. What is 
form — that is emptiness. What is emptiness—that 
is form. . . . Perception, name, concept, and know- 
ledge, are also emptiness. . . . There is no eye, ear, 
nose, tongue, body, and mind. . . . But when the 
envelopment of consciousness has been annihilated, 
then he [the seeker| becomes free from all fear, 
and beyond the reach of change, enjoying final 
Nirvana.’ 
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He laid his biwa on the planking! beside: him, 
and, assuming the attitude of meditation, :re- 
mained quite still;—taking ‘care not to cough, 
orsto' breathe gla For hours he stayed 
thus. v 
Then; from: ts paar ia heard the steps 
coming. They. passed the gate, crossed the :gar- 
den, approached the sete ! stopperh— — 
eee in: front of himw: 
‘Hoichi!’ the-deep voice nee But fe iia 

man held-his breath, and sat motionless: 

“Hoichi!’ grimly called the voice? a second 
time. Then:a:third a ethan — 

‘Hoichi!!’ 

Hoichi remained as still as a sean BiH he 
voice grumbled : — 

> No: answer ! > thats won't do!:. MEE. see 
where ‘the: fellow ‘is.’ 

v/There was a noise of heavy’ fed enbageate 
upon ‘the verandah: The feet: approached ' de- 
liberately, —halted beside' him: ‘Then,’ for long 
minutes,—duting which Héichi felt his whole 
body ishake ‘to’ the: sails of ‘his wach Ogee 
was dead silence. 

ieAtg = Spam voice muttered clos to 
him: 4001 0: : | 
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‘Here is the biwa; but of the biwa-player I 
see — only two ears! . . . So that explains why 
he did not answer: he had no mouth to answer 
with —there is nothing left of him but his ears. 
. . . Now to my lord those ears I will take— 
in proof that the august commands have been 
obeyed, so far as was possible’ . . . 

At that instant Hoichi felt his ears gripped 
by fingers of iron, and torn off ! Great as the 
pain was, he gave no cry. The heavy footfalls 
receded along the verandah, —descended into 
the garden,—passed out to the roadway,— 
ceased. From either side of his head, the blind 
man felt a thick warm trickling; but he dared 
not lift his hands. ... 


Before sunrise the priest came back. He 
hastened at once to the verandah in the rear, 
stepped and slipped upon something clammy, 
and uttered a cry of horror;—for he saw, by 
the light of his lantern, that the clamminess 
was blood. But he perceived H@ichi sitting 
there, in the attitude of meditation—with the 
blood still oozing from his wounds. 

‘My poor Hoichi!’ cried the startled priest, 
—‘what is this? ... You have been hurt?’ 
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At the sound of his friend’s voice, the blind 
man felt safe. He burst out sobbing, and tear- 
fully told his adventure of the night. 

‘Poor, poor Héichi!’ the priest exclaimed, — 
‘all my fault!—my very grievous fault! . . 
Everywhere upon your body the holy texts fad 
been written—except upon your ears! I trust- 
ed my acolyte to do that part of the work; and 
it was very, very wrong of me not to have made 
sure that he had done it! . . . Well, the matter 
cannot now be helped;—we can only try to 
heal your hurts as soon as possible. . . . Cheer 
up, friend! —the danger is now well over. You 
will never again be troubled by those visitors.’ 


With the aid of a good doctor, Hoichi soon 
recovered from his injuries. The story of his 
strange adventure spread far and wide, and 
soon made him famous. Many noble persons 
went to Akamagas¢ki to hear him recite; and 
large presents of money were given to him, — 
so that he became a wealthy man... . But 
from the time of his adventure, he was known 
only by the appellation of Mims-nashi-Hoichi: 
“Hoichi-the-Earless.’ 
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OSHIDORI 


‘THERE was a falconer and:hunter, named! Sonjé, 
who lived-in the district,calléd:Tamura-no-Go, 
of the: province of; Mutsu. One day he went 
out hunting, and could notifind any game. But 
onvhis way home, \at) a place called Akanuma, 
he perceived a pair of oshidori* (mandarin- 
ducks), swimming: together in a river) that he 
was about to cross. To kill oshidori is not good; 
but Sonj6: happened) to be: very: hungry, ‘and 
he shot at the pair. His arrow pierced the male: 
the female escaped into the rushes of the fur- 
ther shore, and disappeared. ‘Sonj6 took the 
dead bird home,.and cooked it. 

That night he dreamed a dreary dream. It 
seemed to him that a beautiful woman came 
into his*room,. and: stood» by: ‘his pillow,. and 
began ‘too weep? \So ‘bitterly did\she: weep: that 
Sonjo felt asvif vhis: heart were being torn:out 
while he listened. And the: woman criedi:to 


him: ‘Why,—oh! why did you kill him:— 


soc* From ancient time, inthe Far East, these birds 
thavesbcen regarded as'é¢mblems of \conjugabaffec- 
“tion. ro omit ss ETE-BGN 
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of what wrong was he guilty?\. . . At Aka- 
numa we were so happy together, —and you 
killed him! . . . What harm did he ever do 


you? Do you even know what you have done? 
—oh! do you know what a cruel, what a 
wicked thing you have done? ... Me too you 
have killed,—for I- will not live without my 
husband! .. . Only to tell you this I came.’ 
... Then again she wept aloud, —so bitterly 
that the voice of her crying pierced into the 
marrow of the listener’s bones;—and she 
sobbed out the words of this poem : — 


Hi kururéba 
Sasoéshi mono wo— 

Akanuma no 
Makomo no kuré no 
Hitori-né zo uki! 


(‘At the coming of twilight I invited him to 
return with me—! Now to sleep alone in the 
shadow of the rushes of Akanuma—ah! what 
misery unspeakable!’ |* 


* There is a pathetic double meaning in the 
third verse; for the syllables composing the proper 
name Akanuma (‘Red Marsh’) may also be read 
as akanu-ma, signifying ‘the time of our insepar- 
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And after having uttered these verses she ex- 
claimed: —‘Ah, you do not know—you can- 
not know what you have done! But to-morrow, 
when you go to Akanuma, you will see,—you 
will see... .’ So saying, and weeping very 
piteously, she went away. 

When Sonjé awoke in the morning, this 
dream remained so vivid in his mind that he 
was greatly troubled. He remembered the 
words: —‘But to-morrow, when you go to 
Akanuma, you will see, — you will see.’ And 
he resolved to go there at once, that he might 
learn whether his dream was anything more 
than a dream. 

So he went to Akanuma; and there, when 
he came to the river-bank, he saw the female 
oshidort swimming alone. In the same moment 
the bird perceived Sonj6; but, instead of try- 
ing to escape, she swam straight towards him, 


able (or delightful) relation.’ So the poem can also 
be thus rendered :—‘When the day began to fail, 
I had invited him to accompany me... . ! Now, 
after the time of that happy relation, what misery 
for the one who must slumber alone in the shadow 
of the rushes!’—The makomo is a sort of large 
rush, used for making baskets. 
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looking at him the while ima strange fixed way.. 
Then, with vher beak, she: suddenly tore open 
her own body, and: at before: the heanicessi $i 
eyes... 
Soni shareed his par and became a: pric. 


HHE, STORY OF O-TEI 


A LONG time ago, in the town of Nii-gata, in 
the province of Echizen, there lived a man 
called Nagao Chosei. 

Nagao was the son of a physician, and was 
educated for his father’s profession. At an early 
age he had been betrothed to a girl called 
O-Tei, the daughter of one of his father’s 
friends; and both families had agreed that the 
wedding should take place as soon as Nagao 
had finished his studies. But the health of O-Tei 
proved to be weak; and in her fifteenth year she 
was attacked by a fatal consumption. When 
she became aware that she must die, she sent 
for Nagao to bid him farewell. 

As he knelt at her bedside, she said to 
him :— 

“Nagao-Sama, my betrothed, we were pro- 
mised to each other from the time of our child- 
hood; and we were to have been married at 
the end of this year. But now I am going to 
die;—the gods know what is best for us. If I 
were able to live for some years longer, I could 
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only continue to be a cause of trouble and grief 
to others. With this frail body, I could not be 
a good wife; and therefore even to wish to live, 
for your sake, would be a very selfish wish. I 
am quite resigned to die; and I want you to 
promise that you will not grieve. . . . Besides, 
I want to tell you that I think we shall meet 
agains: 

‘Indeed we shall meet again,’ Nagao answer- 
ed earnestly. ‘And in that Pure Land there will 
be no pain of separation.’ 

‘Nay, nay!’ she responded softly, ‘I meant 
not the Pure Land. I believe that we are destin- 
ed to meet again in this world, —although I 
shall be buried to-morrow.’ 

Nagao looked at her wonderingly, and saw 
her smile at his wonder. She continued in her 
gentle, dreamy voice, — 

‘Yes, I mean in this world,—in your own 
present life, Nagao-Sama. .. . Providing, in- 
deed, that you wish it. Only, for this thing to 
happen, I must again be born a girl, and grow 
up to womanhood. So you would have to wait. 
Fifteen—sixteen years: that is a long time. ... 
But, my promised husband, you are now only 
nineteen years old.’ .. . 
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Eager to soothe her dying moments he 
answered tenderly : — 

‘To wait for you, my betrothed, were no less 
a joy than a duty. We are pledged to each other 
for the time of seven existences.’ 

‘But you doubt?’ she questioned, watching 
his face. 

‘My dear one,’ he answered, ‘I doubt whether 
I should be able to know you in another body, 
under another name, —unless you can tell me 
of a sign or token.’ 

‘That I cannot do,’ she said. ‘Only the Gods 
and the Buddhas know how and where we 
shall meet. But I am sure—very, very sure— 
that, if you be not unwilling to receive me, I 
shall be able to come back to you. . . . Remem- 
ber these words of mine.’.. . 

She ceased to speak; and her eyes closed. She 
was dead. 


Nagao had been sincerely attached to O-Tei; 
and his grief was deep. He had a mortuary 
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tablet made, inscribed with her zokumy6;* and 
he placed the tablet in his butsudan,t and every 
day set offerings before it. He thought a great 
deal about the strange things that O-Tei had 
said to him just before her death; and, in the 
hope of pleasing her spirit, he wrote a solemn 
promise to wed her if she could ever return to 
him in another body. This written promise he 
sealed with his seal, and placed in the butsudan 
beside the mortuary tablet of O-Tei. 


Nevertheless, as Nagao was an only son, it 
was necessary that he should marry. He soon 
found himself obliged to yield to the wishes 
of his family, and to accept a wife of his 
father’s choosing. After his marriage he con- 
tinued to set offerings before the tablet of O- 


* The Buddhist term zokumyé (‘profane name’) 
signifies the personal name, borne during life, in 
contradistinction to the kaimyd (‘sila-name’) or 
homyé (‘Law-name’) given after death, — religious 
posthumous appellations inscribed upon the tomb, 
and upon the mortuary tablet in the parish-temple. 
— For some account of these, see my paper en- 
titled, ‘The Literature of the Dead,’ in Exotics 
and Retrospectives. 


+ Buddhist household shrine. 
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Tei; and he never failed to remember her with 
affection. But by degrees her image became dim 
in his memory, —like a dream that is hard to 
recall. And the years went by. 

During those years many misfortunes came 
upon him. He lost his parents by death, — then 
his wife and his only child. So that he found 
himself alone in the world. He abandoned his 
desolate home, and set out upon a long journey 
in the hope of forgetting his sorrows. 


One day, in the course of his travels, he 
arrived at Ikao, —a mountain-village still famed 
for its thermal springs, and for the beautiful 
scenery of its neighbourhood. In the village inn 
at which he stopped, a young girl came to wait 
upon him; and, at the first sight of her face, 
he felt his heart leap as it had never leaped 
before. So strangely did she resemble O-Tei that 
he pinched himself to make sure that he was 
~ not dreaming. As she went and came, —bring- 
ing fire and food, or arranging the chamber of 
the guest, —her every attitude and motion re- 
vived in him some gracious memory of the 
girl to whom he had been pledged in his youth. 
He spoke to her; and she responded in a soft, 
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clear voice of which the sweetness saddened 
him with a sadness of other days. 

Then, in great wonder, he questioned her, 
saying : — 

‘Elder Sister, so much do you look like a 
person whom I knew long ago, that I was 
startled when you first entered this room. Par- 
don me, therefore, for asking what is your 
native place, and what is your name?’ 

Immediately, —and in the unforgotten voice 
of the dead, —she thus made answer : — 

‘My name is O-Tei; and you are Nagao 
Chései of Echigo, my promised husband. 
Seventeen years ago, I died in Nii-gata: then 
you made in writing a promise to marry me 
if ever I could come back to this world in the 
body of a woman; — and you sealed that written 
promise with your seal, and put it in the butsu- 
dan, beside the tablet inscribed with my name. 
And therefore I came back.’ ... 

As she uttered these last words, she fell 
unconscious. 


Nagao married her; and the marriage was a 
happy one. But at no time afterwards could she 
remember what she had told him in answer to 
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his question at Ikao: neither could she remem- 
ber anything of her previous existence. The 
recollection of the former birth, —mysteriously 
kindled in the moment of that meeting,—had 
again become obscured, and so thereafter 
remained. 
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Turee hundred years ago, in the village called 
Asamimura, in the district called Onseng6ri, in 
the province of Iyé, there lived a good man 
named Tokubei. This Tokubei was the richest 
person in the district, and the muraosa, or head- 
man, of the village. In most matters he was 
fortunate; but he reached the age of forty with- 
out knowing the happiness of becoming a 
father. Therefore he and his wife, in the afflic- 
tion of their childlessness, addressed many 
prayers to the divinity Fudo Myo O, who had 
a famous temple, called Saihoji, in Asamimura. 

At last their prayers were heard: the wife of 
Tokubei gave birth to a daughter. The child 
was very pretty; and she received the name of 
Tsuyu. As the mother’s milk was deficient, a 
milk-nurse, called O-Sodé, was hired for the 
little one. 


O-Tsuyu grew up to be a very beautiful girl; 
but at the age of fifteen she fell sick, and the 
doctors thought that she was going to die. In 
that time the nurse O-Sodé, who loved O-Tsuyu 
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with a real mother’s love, went to the temple 
Saihdji, and fervently prayed to Fudd-Sama on 
behalf of the girl. Every day, for twenty-one 
days, she went to the temple and prayed; and 
at the end of that time, O-Tsuyu suddenly 
and completely recovered. 

Then there was great rejoicing in the house 
of Tokubei; and he gave a feast to all his 
friends in celebration of the happy event. But 
on the night of the feast the nurse O-Sodé was 
suddenly taken ill; and on the following morn- 
ing, the doctor, who had been summoned to 
attend her, announced that she was dying. 

Then the family, in great sorrow, gathered 
about her bed, to bid her farewell. But she said 
to them :.— 

‘It is time that I should tell you something 
which you do not know. My prayer has been 
heard. I besought Fudo-Sama that I might be 
permitted to die in the place of O-Tsuyu; and 
this great favour has been granted me. There- 
fore you must not grieve about my death... . 
But I have one request to make. I promised 
Fudo-Sama that I would have a cherry-tree 
planted in the garaden of Saihoji, for a thank- 
offering and a commemoration. Now I shall 
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not be able myself to plant the tree there: so 
I must beg that you will fulfill that vow for me. 
. .. Good-bye, dear friends; and remember that 
I was happy to die for O-Tsuyu’s sake.’ 


After the funeral of O-Sodé, a young cherry- 
tree, —the finest that could be found, — was 
planted in the garden of Saihoji by the parents 
of O-Tsuyu. The tree grew and flourished; 
and on the sixteenth day of the second month 
of the following year;—the anniversary of O- 
Sodé’s death, — it blossomed in a wonderful 
way. So it continued to blossom for two hun- 
dred and fifty-four years, — always upon the 
sixteenth day of the second month; —and its 
flowers, pink and white, were like the nipples 
of a woman’s breasts, bedewed with milk. And 
the people called it Ubazakura, the Cherry-tree 
of the Milk-Nurse. 
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DIPLOMACY 


It had been ordered that the execution should 
take place in the garden of the yashtki. So the 
man was taken there, and made to kneel down 
in a wide sanded space crossed by a line of 
tobt-ishi, or stepping-stones, such as you may 
still see in Japanese landscape-gardens. His 
arms were bound behind him. Retainers 
brought water in buckets, and rice-bags filled 
with pebbles; and they packed the rice-bags 
round the kneeling man, —so wedging him in 
that he could not move. The master came, and 
observed the arrangements. He found them 
satisfactory, and made no remarks. 

Suddenly the condemned man cried out to 
iy) — 

‘Honoured Sir, the fault for which I have 
been doomed I did not wittingly commit. It 
was only my very great stupidity which caused 
the fault. Having been born stupid, by reason 
of my Karma, I could not always help making 
mistakes. But to kill a man for being stupid is 
wrong,—and that wrong will be repaid. So 
surely as you kill me, so surely shall I be 
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avenged; —out of the resentment that you pro- 
voke will come the vengeance; and evil will be 
rendered for evil.’ .. . 

If any person be killed while feeling strong 
resentment, the ghost of that person will be 
able to take vengeance upon the killer. This 
the samurai knew. He replied very gently, — 
almost caressingly : — 

‘We shall allow you to frighten us as much 
as you please—after you are dead. But it 1s 
difficult to believe that you mean what you say. 
Will you try to give us some sign of your great 
resentment —after your head has been cut off ?’ 

‘Assuredly I will,’ answered the man. 

‘Very well,’ said the samurai, drawing his 
long sword : —‘I am now going to cut off your 
head. Directly in front of you there is a step- 
ping-stone. After your head has been cut off, 
try to bite the stepping-stone. If your angry 
ghost can help you to do that, some of us may 
be frightened... . Will you try to bite the 
stone?’ 

‘I will bite it!’ cried the man, in great anger, 
—‘T will bite it! —I will bite’ — 

There was a flash, a swish, a crunching thud : 
the bound body bowed over the rice sacks, — 
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two long blood-jets pumping from the shorn 
neck;—and the head rolled upon the sand. 
Heavily towards the stepping-stone it rolled: 
then, suddenly bounding, it caught the upper 
edge of the stone between its teeth, clung 
desperately for a moment, and dropped inert. 


None spoke; but the retainers stared in horror 
at their master. He seemed to be quite uncon- 
cerned. He merely held out his sword to the 
nearest attendant, who, with a wooden dipper, 
poured water over the blade from haft to point, 
and then carefully wiped the steel several times 
with sheets of soft paper... . And thus ended 
the ceremonial part of the incident. 


For months thereafter, the retainers and the 
domestics lived in ceaseless fear of ghostly visi- 
tation. None of them doubted that the promised 
vengeance would come; and their constant 
terror caused them to hear and to see much 
that did not exist. They became afraid of the 
sound of the wind in the bamboos, —afraid 
even of the stirring of shadows in the garden. 
At last, after taking counsel together, they de- 
cided to petition their master to have a Ségaki- 
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service performed on behalf of the vengeful 
spirit. 

‘Quite unnecessary,’ the samurai said, when 
his chief retainer had uttered the general wish. 
... ‘I understand that the desire of a dying 
man for revenge may be a cause for fear. But 
in this case there is nothing to fear.’ 

The retainer looked at his master beseech- 
ingly, but hesitated to ask the reason of this 
alarming confidence. 

‘Oh, the reason is simple enough,’ declared 
the samurai, divining the unspoken doubt. ‘Only 
the very last intention of that fellow could have 
been dangerous; and when I challenged him 
to give me the sign, I diverted his mind from 
the desire of revenge. He died with the set 
purpose of biting the stepping-stone; and that 
purpose he was able to accomplish, but nothing 
else. All the rest he must have forgotten... . 
So you need not feel any further anxiety about 
the matter.’ 

—And indeed the dead man gave no more 
trouble. Nothing at all happened. 
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OF A MIRROR AND A BELL 


Ercut centuries ago, the priests of Mugenyama, 
in the province of Totdmi, wanted a big bell 
for their temple; and they asked the women of 
their parish to help them by contributing old 
bronze mirrors for bell-metal. 

[Even to-day, in the courts of certain Japanese 
temples, you may see heaps of old bronze 
mirrors contributed for such a purpose. The 
largest collection of this kind that I ever saw 
was in the court of a temple of the Jédo sect, 
at Hakata, in Kyiishi: the mirrors had been 
given for the making of a bronze statue of 


Amida, thirty-three feet high.] 


There was at that time a young woman, a 
farmer’s wife, living at Mugenyama, who pre- 
sented her mirror to the temple, to be used for 
bell-metal. But afterwards she much regretted 
her mirror. She remembered things that her 
mother had told her about it; and she remem- 
bered that it had belonged, not only to her 
mother but to her mother’s mother and grand- 
mother; and she remembered some happy 
smiles which it had reflected. Of course, if she 


49 


OF A MIRROR AND A BELL 
could have offered the priests a certain sum of 
money in place of the mirror, she could have 
asked them to give back her heirloom. But 
she had not the money necessary. Whenever 
she went to the temple, she saw her mirror ly- 
ing in the court-yard, behind a railing, among 
hundreds of other mirrors heaped there to- 
gether. She knew it by the Shé-Chiku-Baz in 
relief on the back of it, —those three fortunate 
emblems of Pine, Bamboo, and Plumflower, 
which delighted her baby-eyes when her mother 
first showed her the mirror. She longed for 
some chance to steal the mirror, and hide it, 
—that she might thereafter treasure it always. 
But the chance did not come; and she became 
very unhappy, —felt as if she had foolishly 
given away a part of her life. She thought about 
the old saying that a mirror is the Soul of a 
Woman —(a saying mystically expressed, by 
the Chinese character for Soul, upon the backs 
of many bronze mirrors),—and she feared that 
it was true in weirder ways than she had be- 
fore imagined. But she could not dare to speak 


of her pain to anybody. 


Now, when all the mirrors contributed for - 
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the Mugenyama bell had been sent to the foun- 
dry, the bell-founders discovered that there was 

one mirror among them which would not melt. 
Again and again they tried to melt it; but it 
resisted all their efforts. Evidently the woman 
who had given that mirror to the temple must 
have regretted the giving. She had not pre- 
sented her offering with all her heart; and 
therefore her selfish soul, remaining attached to 
the mirror, kept it hard and cold in the midst 
of the furnace. 

Of course everybody heard of the matter, 
and everybody soon knew whose mirror it was 
that would not melt. And because of this public 
exposure of her secret fault, the poor woman 
became very much ashamed and very angry. 
And as she could not bear the shame, she 
drowned herself, after having written a fare- 
well letter containing these words : — 


‘When I am dead, it will not be difficult to 
melt the mirror and to cast the bell. But, to the 
person who breaks that bell by ringing it, great 
wealth will be given by the ghost of me.’ 


—You must know that the last wish or pro- 
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mise of anybody who dies in anger, or performs 
suicide in anger, is generally supposed to possess 
a supernatural force. After the dead woman’s 
mirror had been melted, and the bell had been 
successfully cast, people remembered the words 
of that letter. They felt sure that the spirit of 
the writer would give wealth to the breaker of 
the bell; and, as soon as the bell had been 
suspended in the court of the temple, they 
went in multitude to ring it. With all their 
might and main they swung the ringing-beam; 
but the bell proved to be a good bell, and it 
bravely withstood their assaults, Nevertheless, 
the people were not easily discouraged. Day 
after day, at all hours, they continued to ring 
the bell furiously, —caring nothing whatever 
for the protests of the priests. So the ringing 
became an afHiction; and the priests could not 
endure it; and they got rid of the bell by roll- 
ing it down the hill into a swamp. The swamp 
was deep, and swallowed it up, —and that was 
the end of the bell. Only its legend remains; 
and in the legend it is called the M@ ugen-Kané, 
or Bell of Mugen. 


* 
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Now there are queer old Japanese beliefs in 
the magical efficacy of a certain mental opera- 
tion implied, though not described, by the verb 
nazoraéru. The word itself cannot be adequate- 
ly rendered by any English word; for it is used 
in relation to many kinds of mimetic magic, 
as well as in relation to the performance of 
many religious acts of faith. Common mean- 
ings of nazoraéru, according to dictionaries, 
are ‘to imitate,’ “to compare,’ ‘to liken;’ but 
the esoteric meaning is to substitute, in imagi- 
nation, one object or action for another, so as 
to bring about some magical or miraculous 
result. 

For example: —you cannot afford to build 
a Buddhist temple; but you can easily lay a 
pebble before the image of the Buddha, with 
the same pious feeling that would prompt you 
to build a temple if you were rich enough to 
build one. The merit of so offering the pebble 
becomes equal, or almost equal, to the merit 
of erecting a temple. . . . You cannot read the 
six thousand seven hundred and seventy-one 
volumes of the Buddhist texts; but you can 
make a revolving library, containing them, turn 


round, by pushing it like a windlass. And if 
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you push with an earnest wish that you could 
read the six thousand seven hundred and seven- 
ty-one volumes, you will acquire the same 
merit as the reading of them would enable you 
to gain. . . . So much will perhaps suffice to 
explain the religious meanings of nazoraéru. 
The magical meanings could not all be ex- 
plained without a great variety of examples; 
but, for the present purposes, the following 
will serve. If you should make a little man-of 
straw, for the same reason that Sister Helen 
made a little man of wax,—and nail it, with 
nails not less than five inches long, to some tree 
in a temple-grove at the Hour of the Ox,— 
and of the person, imaginatively represented by 
that little straw man, should die thereafter in 
atrocious agony, — that would illustrate one 
signification of nazoraéru. ... Or, let us sup- 
pose that a robber has entered your house dur- 
ing the night, and carried away your valuables. 
If you can discover the footprints of that robber 
in your garden, and then promptly burn a very 
large moxa on each of them, the soles of the 
feet of the robber will become inflamed, and 
will allow him no rest until he returns, of his 
own accord, to put himself at your mercy. That 
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is another kind of mimetic magic expressed by 
the term nazoraéru. And a third kind is illu- 
strated by various legends of the Mugen-Kané. 


After the bell had been rolled into the swamp, 
there was, of course, no more chance of ring- 
ing it in such wise as to break it. But persons 
who regretted this loss of opportunity would 
strike and break objects imaginatively substi- 
tuted for the bell,—thus hoping to please the 
spirit of the owner of the mirror that had made 
so much trouble. One of these persons was a 
woman called Umégaé,—famed in Japanese 
legend because of her relation to Kaji-wara 
Kagésué, a warrior of the Heiké clan. While 
the pair were travelling together, Kaji-wara 
one day found himself in great straits for want 
of money; and Umégaé, remembering the 
tradition of the Bell of Mugen, took a basin 
of bronze, and, mentally representing it to be 
the bell, beat upon it until she broke it, —cry- 
ing out, at the same time, for three hundred 
pieces of gold. A guest of the inn where the 
pair were stopping made inquiry as to the cause 
of the banging and the crying, and, on learn- 
ing the story of the trouble, actually presented 
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Umeégaé with three hundred ryé in gold. After- 
wards a song was made about Umégaé’s basin 
of bronze; and that song is sung by dancing- 
girls even to this day : — 


Umégaé no chozubachi tataité 
O-kané ga déru naraba, 

Mina San mi-uké wo 

Soré tanomimasu. 


‘If, by striking upon the wish-basin of 
Umégaé, I could make honourable money come 
to me, then would I negotiate for the freedom 
of all my girl-comrades.’ | 


After this happening, the fame of the Mugen- 
Kané became great; and many people followed 
the example of Umégaé,—thereby hoping to 
emulate her luck. Among these folk was a dis- 
solute farmer who lived near Mugenyama, on 
the bank of the Oigawa. Having wasted his 
substance in riotous living, this farmer made 
for himself, out of the mud in his garden, a 
clay-model of the Mugen-Kané; and he beat 
the clay-bell, and broke it, — crying out the 
while for great wealth. 
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Then, out of the ground before him, rose up 
the figure of a white-robed woman, with long 
loose-flowing hair, holding a covered jar. And 
the woman said: ‘I have come to answer your 
fervent prayer as it deserves to be answered. 
Take, therefore, this jar.’ So saying, she put 
the jar into his hands, and disappeared. 

Into his house the happy man rushed, to tell 
his wife the good news. He set down in front 
of her the covered jar,—which was heavy, — 
and they opened it together. And they found 
that it was filled, up to the very brim, with... 

But, no! —I really cannot tell you with what 
it was filled. 
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Once, when Mus6 Kokushi, a priest of the Zen 
sect, was journeying alone through the province 
of Mino, he lost his way in a mountain-district 
where there was nobody to direct him. For 
a long time he wandered about helplessly; and 
he was beginning to despair of finding shelter 
for the night, when he perceived, on the top 
of a hill lighted by the last rays of the sun, one 
of those little hermitages, called anjitsu, which 
are built for solitary priests. It seemed to be 
in a ruinous condition; but he hastened to it 
eagerly, and found that it was inhabited by an 
aged priest, from whom he begged the favour 
of a night’s lodging. This the old man harshly 
refused; but he directed Mus6 to a certain ham- 
let, in the valley adjoining, where lodging and 
food could be obtained. 

Muso found his way to the hamlet, which 
consisted of less than a dozen farm-cottages; 
and he was kindly received at the dwelling 
of the headman. Forty or fifty persons were 
assembled in the principal apartment, at the 
moment of Muso’s arrival; but he was shown 
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into a small separate room, where he was 
promptly supplied with food and bedding. Be- 
ing very tired, he lay down to rest at an early 
hour; but a little before midnight he was roused 
from sleep by a sound of loud weeping in the 
next apartment. Presently the sliding screens 
were gently pushed apart; and a young man, 
carrying a lighted lantern, entered the room, 
respectfully saluted him, and said : — 

‘Reverend Sir, it is my painful duty to tell 
you that I am now the responsible head of this 
house. Yesterday I was only the eldest son. 
But when you came here, tired as you were, 
we did not wish that you should feel embar- 
rassed in any way: therefore we did not tell 
you that father had died only a few hours be- 
fore. The people whom you saw in the next 
room are the inhabitants of this village: they 
all assembled here to pay their last respects to 
the dead; and now they are going to another 
village, about three miles off, — for, by our 
custom, no one of us may remain in this village 
during the night after a death has taken place. 
We make the proper offerings and prayers; — 
then we go away, leaving the corpse alone. 
Strange things always happen in the house 
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where a corpse has thus been left: so we think 
that it will be better for you to come away 
with us. We can find you good lodging in the 
other village. But perhaps, as you are a priest, 
you have no fear of demons or evil spirits; 
and, if you are not afraid of being left alone 
with the body, you will be very welcome to 
the use of this poor house. However, I must 
tell you that nobody, except a priest, would 
dare to remain here to-night.’ 

Muso made answer :— 

‘For your kind intention and your generous 
hospitality, I am deeply grateful. But I am 
sorry that you did not tell me of your father’s 
death when I came;—for, though I was a little 
tired, I certainly was not so tired that I should 
have found any difficulty in doing my duty as 
a priest. Had you told me, I could have per- 
formed the service before your departure. As 
it is, I shall perform the service after you have 
gone away; and I shall stay by the body until 
morning. I do not know what you mean by 
your words about the danger of staying here 
alone; but I am not afraid of ghosts or demons : 
therefore please to feel no anxiety on my 


account.’ 
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The young man appeared to be rejoiced by 
these assurances, and expressed his gratitude in 
fitting words. Then the other members of the 
family, and the folk assembled in the adjoin- 
ing room, having been told of the priest’s kind 
promises, came to thank him,—after which 
the master of the house said : — 

‘Now, reverend Sir, much as we regret to 
leave you alone, we must bid you farewell. By 
the rule of our village, none of us can stay 
here after midnight. We beg, kind Sir, that 
you will take every care of your honourable 
body, while we are unable to attend upon you. 
And if you happen to hear or see anything 
strange during our absence, please tell us of 
the matter when we return in the morning.’ 


All then left the house, except the priest, who 
went to the room where the dead body was 
lying. The usual offerings had been set before 
the corpse; and a small Buddhist lamp —tomyo 
—was burning. The priest recited the service, 
and performed the funeral ceremonies, — after 
which he entered into meditation. So medi- 
tating he remained through several silent hours; 
and there was no sound in the deserted village. 
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But, when the hush of the night was at its 
deepest, there noiselessly entered a Shape, vague 
and vast; and in the same moment Muso found 
himself without power to move or speak. He 
saw that Shape lift the corpse, as with hands, 
and devour it, more quickly than a cat devours 
a rat,—beginning at the head, and eating 
everything: the hair and the bones and even 
the shroud. And the monstrous Thing, having 
thus consumed the body, turned to the offer- 
ings, and ate them also. Then it went away, 
as mysteriously as it had come. 


When the villagers returned next morning, 
they found the priest awaiting them at the door 
of the headman’s dwelling. All in turn saluted 
him; and when they had entered, and looked 
about the room, no one expressed any surprise at 
the disappearance of the dead body and the offer- 
ings. But the master of the house said to Muso:— 

‘Reverend Sir, you have probably seen un- 
pleasant things during the night: all of us were 
anxious about you. But now we are very happy 
to find you alive and unharmed. Gladly we 
would have stayed with you, if it had been 
possible. But the law of our village, as I told 
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you last evening, obliges us to quit our houses 
after a death has taken place, and to leave the 
corpse alone. Whenever this law has been 
broken, heretofore, some great misfortune has 
followed. Whenever it is obeyed, we find that 
the corpse and the offerings disappear during 
our absence. Perhaps you have seen the cause.’ 

Then Mus6 told of the dim and awful Shape 
that had entered the death-chamber to devour 
the body and the offerings. No person seemed 
to be surprised by his narration; and the master 
of the house observed : — 

‘What you have told us, reverend Sir, agrees 
with what has been said about this matter from 
ancient time.’ 

Muso then inquired : — 

‘Does not the priest on the hill sometimes 
perform the funeral-service for your dead?’ 

‘What priest?’ the young man asked. 

‘The priest who yesterday evening directed 
me to this village,’ answered Muso. ‘I called 
at his anjitsu on the hill yonder. He refused 
me lodging, but told me the way here.’ 

The listeners looked at each other, as in as- 
tonishment; and, after a moment of silence, 
the master of the house said : — 
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‘Reverend Sir, there is no priest and there is 
no anjitsu on the hill. For the time of many 
generations there has not been any resident- 
priest in the neighbourhood.’ 

Muso said nothing more on the subject; for 
it was evident that his kind hosts supposed him 
to have been deluded by some goblin. But after 
having bidden them farewell, and obtained all 
necessary information as to his road, he deter- 
mined to look again for the hermitage on the 
hill, and so to ascertain whether he had really 
been deceived. He found the anpitsu without 
any difficulty; and, this time its aged occupant 
invited him to enter. When he had done so, 
the hermit humbly bowed down before him, 


exclaiming: — “Ah! I am ashamed!—I am 
very much ashamed! —I am exceedingly 
ashamed!’ 


“You need not be ashamed for having refused 
me shelter,’ said Muso. ‘You directed me to the 
village yonder, where I was very kindly treat- 
ed; and I thank you for that favour.’ 

‘I can give no man shelter,’ the recluse made 
answer;—‘and it is not for the refusal that I 
am ashamed. I am ashamed only that you 
should have seen me in my real shape,—for it 
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was I who devoured the corpse and the offerings 
last night before your eyes. .. . Know, reverend 
Sir, that Iam a sikininki,*—an eater of human 
flesh. Have pity upon me, and suffer me to 
confess the secret fault by which I became 
reduced to this condition. 

‘A long, long time ago, I was a priest in 
this desolate region. There was no other priest 
for many leagues around. So, in that time, the 
bodies of the mountain-folk who died used to 
be brought here,—sometimes from great dis- 
tances, —in order that I might repeat over them 
the holy service. But I repeated the service and 
performed the rites only as a matter of busi- 
ness;—I thought only of the food and the 
clothes that my sacred profession enabled me to 
gain. And because of this selfish impiety I was 
reborn, immediately after my death, into the 
state of a ptkiminki. Since then I have been 

* Literally, a man-eating goblin. The Japanese 
narrator gives also the Sanscrit term, “Rakshasa’; 
but this word is quite as vague as jtkininki, since 
there are many kinds of Rakshasas. Apparently 
the word jikininki signifies here one of the 
Baramon - Rasetsu- Gaki, forming the twenty- 
sixth class of pretas enumerated in the old 


Buddhist books. 
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obliged to feed upon the corpses of the people 
who die in this district: every one of them I 
must devour in the way that you saw last 
night. . . . Now, reverend Sir, let me beseech 
you to perform a Ségaki-service* for me: help 
me by your prayers, I entreat you, so that I 
may be soon able to escape from this horrible 
state of existence.’... 


No sooner had the hermit uttered this peti- 
tion than he disappeared; and the hermitage 
also disappeared at the same instant. And Muso 
Kokushi found himself kneeling alone in the 
high grass, beside an ancient and moss-grown 
tomb, of the form called go-rin-ishi,t which 
seemed to be the tomb of a priest. 


* A Ségaki-service is a special Buddhist service 
performed on behalf of beings supposed to have 
entered into the condition of gaki (pretas), or 
hungry spirits. For a brief account of such a 
service, see my Japanese Miscellany. 

t Literally, “five-circle [or ‘‘five-zone”] stone.’ 
A funeral monument consisting of five parts super- 
imposed,—each of a different form,—symbolizing 
the five mystic elements: Ether, Air, Fire, Water, 
Earth. 
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On the Akasaka Road, in Tokyo, there is a 
slope called Kii-no-kuni-zaka, — which means 
the Slope of the Province of Kii. I do not 
know why it is called the Slope of the Province 
of Kii. On one side of this slope you see an 
ancient moat, deep and very wide, with high 
green banks rising up to some place of gardens; 
—and on the other side of the road extend the 
long and lofty walls of an imperial palace. Be- 
fore the era of street-lamps and jinrikishas, 
this neighbourhood was very lonesome after 
dark; and belated pedestrians would go miles 
out of their way rather than mount the Kii- 
no-kuni-zaka, alone, after sunset. 

All because of a Mujina that used to walk 
there. 


The last man who saw the Mujina was an 
old merchant of the Kydbashi quarter, who 
died about thirty years ago. This is the story, 
as he told it: — 

One night, at a late hour, he was hurrying 
up the Kii-no-kuni-zaka, when he perceived a 
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woman crouching by the moat, all alone, and 
weeping bitterly. Fearing that she intended to 
drown herself, he stopped to offer her any 
assistance or consolation in his power. She ap- 
peared to be a slight and graceful person, hand- 
somely dressed; and her hair was arranged like 
that of a young girl of good family. ‘O-jochi,’* 
he exclaimed, approaching her,—‘O-jochi, do 
not cry like that! ... Tell me what the trouble 
is; and if there be any way to help you, I 
shall be glad to help you.’ (He really meant 
what he said; for he was a very kind man.) 
But she continued to weep,—hiding her face 
from him with one of her long sleeves. ‘O- 
jochii,’ he said again, as gently as he could,— 
‘please, please listen to me!) vue SPhiseiseac 
place for a young lady at night! Do not cry, 
I implore you!—only tell me how I may be 
of some help to you!’ Slowly she rose up, but 
turned her back to him, and continued to moan 
and sob behind her sleeve. He laid his hand 
lightly upon her shoulder, and pleaded : —‘O- 
jocha!—O-jochii!—O-jochi! . . . Listen to 


* O-jochii (‘honourable damsel’), —a polite form 
of address used in speaking to a young lady whom 
one does not know. 
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me, just for one little moment! . . . O-jochi! 
—O-jochi!’ . . . Then that O-jochii turned 
round, and dropped her sleeve, and stroked her 
face with her hand;—and the man saw that 
she had no eyes or nose or mouth,—and he 
screamed and ran away. 

Up Kii-no-kuni-zaka he ran and ran; and all 
was black and empty before him. On and on 
he ran, never daring to look back; and at last 
he saw a lantern, so far away that it looked 
like the gleam of a firefly; and he made for 
it. It proved to be only the lantern of an itine- 
rant soba-seller,* who had set down his stand 
by the road-side; but any light and any human 
companionship was good after that experience; 
and he flung himself down at the feet of the 
soba-seller, crying out, ‘Aa!.—aa!!--aa!!!... 

‘Koré! koré!’ roughly exclaimed the soba- 
man. ‘Here! what is the matter with you? Any- 
body hurt you?’ 

‘No — nobody hurt me,’ panted the other, — 
‘only... Aal—aal’... 
unsympathetically. ‘Robbers?’ 

‘"— Only scared you?’ queried the pedlar, 


* Soba is a preparation of buckwheat, somewhat 
resembling vermicelli. 
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‘Not robbers, — not robbers,’ gasped the terri- 
fied man.... ‘I saw... I saw a woman—by 
the moat;—and she showed me... Aa! I 
cannot tell you what she showed me es ae 
 ‘Hé! Was it anything like rH1s that she show- 
ed you?’ cried the soba-man, stroking his own 
face — which therewith became like unto an 
Egg. ... And, simultaneously, the light went 
out. 
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Nearty five hundred years ago there was a 
samurai, named Isogai Héidazaémon Takét- 
sura, in the service of the Lord Kikuji, of 
Kyusha. This Isogai had inherited, from many 
warlike ancestors, a natural aptitude for mili- 
tary exercises, and extraordinary strength. 
While yet a boy he had surpassed his teachers 
in the art of swordsmanship, in archery, and 
in the use of the spear, and had displayed all 
the capacities of a daring and skillful soldier. 
Afterwards, in the time of the Eikyo* war, he 
so distinguished himself that high honours 
were bestowed upon him. But when the house 
of Kikuji came to ruin, Isogai found himself 
without a master. He might then easily have 
obtained service under another daimy6; but as 
he had never sought distinction for his own 
sake alone, and as his heart remained true to 
his former lord, he preferred to give up the 
world. So he cut off his hair, and became a 
travelling priest,—taking the Buddhist name 
of Kwairyo. 

* The period of Eiky6 lasted from 1429 to 1441. 
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But always, under the koromo* of the priest, 
Kwairyo kept warm within him the heart of 
the samurai. As in other years he had laughed 
at peril, so now also he scorned danger; and 
in all weathers and all seasons he journeyed to 
preach the good Law in places where no other 
priest would have dared to go. For that age 
was an age of violence and disorder; and upon 
the highways there was no security for the soli- 
tary traveller, even if he happened to be a priest. 


In the course of his first long journey, 
Kwairy6 had occasion to visit the province of 
Kai. One evening, as he was travelling through 
the mountains of that province, darkness over- 
took him in a very lonesome district, leagues 
away from any village. So he resigned himself 
to pass the night under the stars; and having 
found a suitable grassy spot, by the roadside, 
he lay down there, and prepared to sleep. He 
had always welcomed discomfort; and even a 
bare rock was for him a good bed, when no- 
thing better could be found, and the root of a 
pine-tree an excellent pillow. His body was 

*The upper robe of a Buddhist priest is thus 
called. 
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iron; and he never troubled himself about dews 
or rain or frost or snow. 

Scarcely had he lain down when a man came 
along the road, carrying an axe and a great 
bundle of chopped wood. This wood-cutter 
halted on seeing Kwairyo lying down, and, 
after a moment of silent observation, said to 
him in a tone of great surprise : — 

‘What kind of a man can you be, good Sir, 
that you dare to lie down alone in such a place 
as this? .. . There are haunters about here, — 
many of them. Are you not afraid of Hairy 
Things?’ 

“My friend,’ cheerfully answered Kwairyo, 
‘Iam only a wandering priest, —a “‘Cloud-and- 
Water-Guest,” as folks call it: Un-sui-no- 
ryokaku. And I am not in the least afraid of 
Hairy Things, —if you mean goblin-foxes, or 
goblin-badgers, or any creatures of that kind. 
As for lonesome places, I like them: they are 
suitable for meditation. I am accustomed to 
sleeping in the open air: and I have learned 
never to be anxious about my life.’ 

“You must be indeed a brave man, Sir Priest,’ 
the peasant responded, ‘to lie down here! This 
place has a bad name, —a very bad name. But, 
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as the proverb has it, Kunshi ayayuki ni chik- 
ayorazu [‘The superior man does not need- 
lessly expose himself to peril’]; and I must as- 
sure you, Sir, that it is very dangerous to sleep 
here. Therefore, although my house is only a 
wretched thatched hut, let me beg of you to 
come home with me at once. In the way of 
food, I have nothing to offer you; but there 
is a roof at least, and you can sleep under it 
without risk.’ 

He spoke earnestly; and Kwairy6, liking the 
kindly tone of the man, accepted this modest 
offer. The woodcutter guided him along a nar- 
row path, leading up from the main road 
through mountain-forest. It was a rough and 
dangerous path, — sometimes skirting preci- 
pices, —sometimes offering nothing but a net- 
work of slippery roots for the foot to rest upon, 
—sometimes winding over or between masses 
of jagged rock. But at last Kwairyd found him- 
self upon a cleared space at the top of a hill, 
with a full moon shining overhead; and he 
saw before him a small thatched cottage, cheer- 
fully lighted from within. The woodcutter led 
him to a shed at the back of the house, whither 
water had been conducted, through bamboo- 
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pipes, from some neighbouring stream; and the 
two men washed their feet. Beyond the shed 
was a vegetable garden, and a grove of cedars 
and bamboos; and beyond the trees appeared 
the glimmer of a cascade, pouring from some 
loftier height, and swaying in the moonshine 
like a long white robe. 


As Kwairy6 entered the cottage with his 
guide, he perceived four persons — men and 
women—warming their hands at a little fire 
kindled in the ro* of the principal apartment. 
They bowed low to the priest, and greeted him 
in the most respectful manner. Kwairy6 won- 
‘dered that persons so poor, and dwelling in 
such a solitude, should be aware of the polite 
forms of greeting. “These are good people,’ 
he thought to himself; ‘and they must have 
been taught by some one well acquainted with 
the rules of propriety.’ Then turning to his 
host, —the aruji, or house-master, as the others 
called him, —Kwairy6 said : — 


* A sort of little fireplace, contrived in the floor 
of a room, is thus described. The ro is usually a 
square shallow cavity, lined with metal and half 


filled with ashes, in which charcoal is lighted. 
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‘From the kindness of your speech, and from 
the very polite welcome given me by your 
household, I imagine that you have not always 
been a woodcutter. Perhaps you formerly be- 
longed to one of the upper classes?’ 

Smiling, the woodcutter answered :-— 

‘Sir, you are not mistaken. Though now 
living as you find me, I was once a person of 
some distinction. My story is the story of a 
ruined life —ruined by my own fault. I used to 
be in the service of a daimyd; and my rank in 
that service was not inconsiderable. But I loved 
women and wine too well; and under the in- 
fluence of passion I acted wickedly. My selfish- 
ness brought about the ruin of our house, and 
caused the death of many persons. Retribution 
followed me; and I long remained a fugitive 
in the land. Now I often pray that I may be 
able to make some atonement for the evil which 
I did, and to re-establish the ancestral home. 
But I fear that I shall never find any way of so 
doing. Nevertheless, I try to overcome the 
karma of my errors by sincere repentance, and 
by helping, as far as I can, those who are 
unfortunate.’ 

Kwairyo was pleased by this announcement 
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of good resolve; and he said to the arujt:— 

‘My friend, I have had occasion to observe 
that men, prone to folly in their youth, may 
in after years become very earnest in right 
living. In the holy siitras it is written that those 
strongest in wrong-doing can become, by power 
of good resolve, the strongest in right-doing. I 
do not doubt that you have a good heart; and 
I hope that better fortune will come to you. 
To-night I shall recite the stitras for your sake, 
and pray that you may obtain the force to over- 
come the karma of any past errors.’ 

With these assurances, Kwairyo bade the 
aruji good-night; and his host showed him to 
a very small side-room, where a bed had been 
made ready. Then all went to sleep except the 
priest, who began to read the stitras by the 
light of a paper lantern. Until a late hour he 
continued to read and pray: then he opened 
a window in his little sleeping-room, to take a 
last look at the landscape before lying down. 
The night was beautiful: there was no cloud 
in the sky; there was no wind; and the strong 
moonlight threw down sharp black shadows 
of foliage, and glittered on the dews of the 
garden. Shrillings of crickets and bell-insects 
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made a musical tumult; and the sound of the 


neighbouring cascade deepened with the night. 
Kwairyo felt thirsty as he listened to the noise 
of the water; and, remembering the bamboo 
aqueduct at the rear of the house, he thought 
that he could go there and get a drink without 
disturbing the sleeping household. Very gently 
he pushed apart the sliding-screens that sepa- 
rated his room from the main apartment; and 
he saw, by the light of the lantern, five recum- 
bent bodies — without heads! 

For one instant he stood bewildered, —ima- 
gining a crime. But in another moment he 
perceived that there was no blood, and that the 
headless necks did not look as if they had been 
cut. Then he thought to himself : —‘Either 
this is an illusion made by goblins, or I have 
been lured into the dwelling of a Rokuro-Kubi. 
... In the book Sdshinki it is written that if 
one find the body of a Rokuro-Kubi without 
its head, and remove the body to another place, 
the head will never be able to join itself again 
to the neck. And the book further says that 
when the head comes back and finds that its 
body has been moved, it will strike itself upon 
the floor three times,—bounding like a ball, 
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—and will pant as in great fear, and presently 
die. Now, if these be Rokuro-Kubi, they mean 
me no good; —so I shall be justified in following 
the instructions of the book.’.. . 

He seized the body of the aruji by the feet, 
pulled it to the window, and pushed it out. 
Then he went to the back-door, which he found 
barred; and he surmised that the heads had 
made their exit through the smoke-hole in the 
roof, which had been left open. Gently unbar- 
ring the door, he made his way to the garden, 
and proceeded with all possible caution to the 
grove beyond it. He heard voices talking in 
the grove; and he went in the direction of the 
voices, — stealing from shadow to shadow, until 
he reached a good hiding-place. Then, from 
behind a trunk, he caught sight of the heads, 
—all five of them, — flitting about, and chat- 
ting as they flitted. They were eating worms 
and insects which they found on the ground 
or among the trees. Presently the head of the 
aruji stopped eating and said : — 

‘Ah, that travelling priest who came to-night! 
—how fat all his body is! When we shall have 
eaten him, our bellies will be well filled... . 
I was foolish to talk to him as I did;—it only 
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set him to reciting the stitras on behalf of my 
soul ! To go near him while he is reciting would 
be difficult; and we cannot touch him so long 
as he is praying. But as it is now nearly morn- 
ing, perhaps he has gone to sleep. . . . Some 
one of you go to the house and see what the 
fellow is doing.’ 

Another head—the head of a young woman 
—immoediately rose up and flitted to the house, 
lightly as a bat. After a few minutes it came 
back, and cried out huskily, in a tone of great 
alarm : —: 

“That travelling priest is not in the house; — 
he is gone! But that is not the worst of the 
matter. He has taken the body of our aruji; 
and I do not know where he has put it.’ 

At this announcement the head of the aruji 
— distinctly visible in the moonlight— assumed 
a frightful aspect : its eyes opened monstrously; 
its hair stood up bristling; and its teeth gnash- 
ed. Then a cry burst from its lips; and — weep- 
ing tears of rage —it exclaimed : —- 

‘Since my body has been moved, to rejoin it 
is not possible! Then I must die! ... And all 
through the work of that priest! Before I die 
I will get at that priest! —I will tear him! — 
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I will devour him! ... And there he is— 
behind that tree! — hiding behind that tree! 
See him! —the fat coward!’ ... 

In the same moment the head of the aruji, 
followed by the other four heads, sprang at 
Kwairyo. But the strong priest had already 
armed himself by plucking up a young tree; 
and with that tree he struck the heads as they 
came, —knocking them from him with tremen- 
dous blows. Four of them fled away. But the 
head of the aruji, though battered again and 
again, desperately continued to bound at the 
priest, and at last caught him by the left sleeve 
of his robe. Kwairyo, however, as quickly 
gripped the head by its topknot, and repeatedly 
struck it. It did not release its hold; but it 
uttered a long moan, and thereafter ceased to 
struggle. It was dead. But its teeth still held 
the sleeve; and, for all his great strength, 
Kwairyo could not force open the jaws. 

With the head still hanging to his sleeve he 
went back to the house, and there caught sight 
of the other four Rokuro-Kubi squatting to- 
gether, with their bruised and bleeding heads 
reunited to their bodies. But when they per- 
ceived him at the back-door all screamed, “The 
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priest ! the priest !"—and fled, through the other 
doorway, out into the woods. 

Eastward the sky was brightening; day was 
about to dawn; and Kwairyo knew that the 
power of the goblins was limited to the hours 
of darkness. He looked at the head clinging to 
his sleeve, —its face all fouled with blood and 
foam and clay; and he laughed aloud as he 
thought to himself: ‘What a miyagé!*—the 
head of a goblin!’ After which he gathered to- 
gether his few belongings, and leisurely de- 
scended the mountain to continue his journey. 

Right on he journeyed, until he came to Suwa 
in Shinano; and into the main street of Suwa 
he solemnly strode, with the head dangling at 
his elbow. Then women fainted, and children 
screamed and ran away; and there was a great 
crowding and clamouring until the torité (as 
the police in those days were called) seized the 


priest, and took him to jail. For they supposed 


* A present made to friends or to the household 
on returning from a journey is thus called. 
Ordinarily, of course, the miyagé consists of some- 
thing produced in the locality to which the journey 
has been made: this is the point of Kwairy6o’s 
jest. 
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the head to be the head of a murdered man 
who, in the moment of being killed, had caught 
the murderer’s sleeve in his teeth. As for 
Kwairyo, he only smiled and said nothing 
when they questioned him. So, after having 
passed a night in prison, he was brought be- 
fore the magistrates of the district. Then he was 
ordered to explain how he, a priest, had been 
found with the head of a man fastened to his 
sleeve, and why he had dared thus shamelessly 
to parade his crime in the sight of the people. 

Kwairy6o laughed long and loudly at these 
questions; and then he said: — 

‘Sirs, I did not fasten the head to my sleeve: 
it fastened itself there— much against my will. 
And I have not committed any crime. For this 
is not the head of a man; it is the head of a 
goblin; — and, if I caused the death of the 
goblin, I did not do so by any shedding of 
blood, but simply by taking the precautions 
necessary to assure my own safety.’ ... And 
he proceeded to relate the whole of the adven- 
ture, —bursting into another hearty laugh as he 
told of his encounter with the five heads. 

But the magistrates did not laugh. They 
judged him to be a hardened criminal, and his 
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story an insult to their intelligence. Therefore, 


without further questioning, they decided to 
order his immediate execution,—all of them 
except one, a very old man. This aged officer 
had made no remark during the trial; but, 
after having heard the opinion of his colleagues, 
he rose up, and said : — 

‘Let us first examine the head carefully; for 
this, I think, has not yet been done. If the priest 
has spoken truth, the head itself should bear 
witness for him. . . . Bring the head here!’ 

So the head, still holding in its teeth the 
koromo that had been stripped from Kwairyo’s 
shoulders, was put before the judges. The old 
man turned it round and round, carefully ex- 
amined it, and discovered, on the nape of its 
neck, several strange red characters. He called 
the attention of his colleagues to these, and 
also bade them observe that the edges of the 
neck nowhere presented the appearance of hav- 
ing been cut by any weapon. On the contrary, 
the line of severance was smooth as the line 
at which a falling leaf detaches itself from the 
stem. ... Then said the elder : — 

‘I am quite sure that the priest told us nothing 
but the truth. This is the head of a Rokuro- 
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Kubi. In the book Nan-hé-i-butsu-shi it is 
written that certain red characters can always 
be found upon the nape of the neck of a real 
Rokuro-Kubi. There are the characters: you 
can see for yourselves that they have not been 
painted. Moreover, it is well known that such 
goblins have been dwelling in the mountains 
of the province of Kai from very ancient time. 
. . . But you, Sir,’ he exclaimed, turning to 
Kwairyo,—‘what sort of sturdy priest may you 
be? Certainly you have given proof of a cou- 
rage that few priests possess; and you have the 
air of a soldier rather than of a priest. Perhaps 
you once belonged to the samurai-class?’ 

‘You have guessed rightly, Sir,’ Kwairy6 re- 
sponded. “Before becoming a priest, I long 
followed the profession of arms; and in those 
days I never feared man or devil. My name 
then was Isogai Héidazaémon Takétsura, of 
Kyisha: there may be some among you who 
remember it.’ 

At the utterance of that name, a murmur of 
admiration filled the court-room; for there were 
many present who remembered it. And 
Kwairy6 immediately found himself among 
friends instead of judges,—friends anxious to 
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prove their admiration by fraternal kindness. 
With honour they escorted him to the resi- 
dence of the daimyé, who welcomed him, and 
feasted him, and made him a handsome present 
before allowing him to depart. When Kwairyo 
left Suwa, he was as happy as any priest is per- 
mitted to be in this transitory world. As for 
the head, he took it with him,—jocosely insist- 
ing that he intended it for a miyagé. 


And now it only remains to tell what became 


of the head. 


A day or two after leaving Suwa, Kwiary6 
met with a robber, who stopped him in a lone- 
some place, and bade him strip. Kwairy6 at 
once removed his koromo, and offered it to 
the robber, who then first perceived what was 
hanging to the sleeve. Though brave, the high- 
wayman was startled: he dropped the garment, 
and sprang back. Then he cried out: —‘You! 
—what kind of a priest are you? Why, you 
are a worse man than I am! It is true that I 
have killed people; but I never walked about 
with anybody’s head fastened to my sleeve. . . . 
Well, Sir priest, I suppose we are of the same 
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calling; and I must say that I admire you! ... 
Now that head would be of use to me: I could 
frighten people with it. Will you sell it? You 
can have my robe in exchange for your koromo; 
and I will give you five ryo for the head.’ 

Kwairy6 answered : — 

‘T shall let you have the head and the robe 
if you insist; but I must tell you that this is not 
the head of a man. It is a goblin’s head. So, if 
you buy it, and have any trouble in conse- 
quence, please to remember that you were not 
deceived by me.’ 

“What a nice priest you are!’ exclaimed the 
robber. ‘You kill men, and jest about it! ... 
But I am really in earnest. Here is my robe; 
and here is the money;—and let me have the 
head. . . . What is the use of joking?’ 

‘Take the thing,’ said Kwairyo. ‘I was not 
joking. The only joke—if there be any joke 
at all—is that you are fool enough to pay good 
money for a goblin’s head.’ And Kwairyé6, 
loudly laughing, went upon his way. 


Thus the robber got the head and the koromo; 
and for some time he played goblin-priest upon 


the highways. But, reaching the neighbourhood 
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of Suwa, he there learned the real history of 
the head; and he then became afraid that the 
spirit of the Rokuro-Kubi might give him 
trouble. So he made up his mind to take back 
the head to the place from which it had come, 
and to bury it with its body. He found his way 
to the lonely cottage in the mountains of Kai; 
but nobody was there, and he could not dis- 
cover the body. Therefore he buried the head 
by itself; in the grove behind the cottage; and 
he had a tombstone set up over the grave; and 
he caused a Ségaki-service to be performed on 
behalf of the spirit of the Rokuro-Kubi. And 
that tombstone—known as the Tombstone of 
the Rokuro-Kubi— may be seen (at least so the 
Japanese story-teller declares) even unto this 
day. 


A DEAD SECRET 


A LONG time ago, in the province of Tamba, 
there lived a rich merchant name Ina-muraya 
Gensuké. He had a daughter called O-Sono. 
As she was very clever and pretty, he thought 
it would be a pity to let her grow up with only 
‘such teaching as the country-teachers could give 
her: so he sent her, in care of some trusty 
attendants, to Kyoto, that she might be trained 
in the polite accomplishments taught to the 
ladies of the capital. After she had thus been 
educated, she was married to a friend of her 
father’s family—a merchant named Nagaraya; 
—and she lived happily with him for nearly 
four years. They had one child,—a boy. But 
O-Sono fell ill and died, in the fourth year after 
her marriage. 

On the night after the funeral of O-Sono, 
her little son said that his mamma had come 
back, and was in the room upstairs. She had 
smiled at him, but would not talk to him: so 
he became afraid, and ran away. Then some of 
the family went upstairs to the room which had 
been O-Sono’s; and they were startled to see, 
by the light of a small lamp which had been 


kindled before a shrine in the room, the figure 
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of the dead mother. She appeared as if stand- 


ing in front of a fansu, or chest of drawers, 
that still contained her ornaments and her 
wearing-apparel. Her head and shoulders could 
be very distinctly seen; but from the waist 
downwards the figure thinned into invisi- 
bility; —it was like an imperfect reflection of 
her, and transparent as a shadow on water. 

Then the folk were afraid, and left the room. 
Below they consulted together; and the mother 
of O-Sono’s husband said: ‘A woman is fond 
of her small things; and O-Sono was much 
attached to her belongings. Perhaps she has come 
back to look at them. Many dead persons will do 
that,—unless the things be given to the parish- 
temple. If we present O-Sono’s robes and girdles 
to the temple, her spirit will probably find rest.’ 

It was agreed that this should be done as soon 
as possible. So on the following morning the 
drawers were emptied; and all of O-Sono’s 
ornaments and dresses were taken to the temple. 
But she came back the next night, and looked 
at the tansu as before. And she came back also 
on the night following, and the night after 
that, and every night; —and the house became 
a house of fear. 
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The mother of O-Sono’s husband then went 
to the parish-temple, and told the chief priest 
all that had happened, and asked for ghostly 
counsel. The temple was a Zen temple; and 
the head-priest was a learned old man, known 
as Daigen Osho. He said: “There must be 
something about which she is anxious, in or 
near that ansu.’—‘But we emptied all the 
drawers,’ replied the old woman; — ‘there is 
nothing in the tansu.’—‘Well,’ said Daigen 
Osho, ‘to-night I shall go to your house, and 
keep watch in that room, and see what can be 
done. You must give orders that no person shall 
enter the room while] am watching, unless I call.’ 


After sundown, Daigen Osh6 went to the 
house, and found the room made ready for him. 
He remained there alone, reading the sitras; 
and nothing appeared until after the Hour of 
the Rat.* Then the figure of O-Sono suddenly 


*The Hour of the Rat (Né-no-Koku), accord- 
ing to the old Japanese method of reckoning time, 
was the first hour. It corresponded to the time 
between our midnight and two o’clock in the 
morning; for the ancient Japanese hours were each 
equal to two modern hours. 
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outlined itself in front of the tansu. Her face 
had a wistful look; and she kept her eyes fixed 
upon the tansu. 

The priest uttered the holy formula pre- 
scribed in such cases, and then, addressing the 
figure by the kaimyo* of O-Sono, said:—'l 
have come here in order to help you. Perhaps 
in that zansu there is something about which 
you have reason to feel anxious. Shall I try to 
find it for you?’ The shadow appeared to give 
assent by a slight motion of the head; and the 
priest, rising, opened the top drawer. It was 
empty. Successively he opened the second, the 
third, and the fourth drawer; — he searched 
carefully behind them and beneath them;—he 
carefully examined the interior of the chest. He 
found nothing. But the figure remained gazing 
as wistfully as before. “What can she want?’ 
thought the priest. Suddenly it occurred to him 
that there might be something hidden under 
the paper with which the drawers were lined. 


* Kaimyod, the posthumous Buddhist name, or 
religious name, given to the dead. Strictly speak- 
ing, the meaning of the word is sila-name. (See 
my paper entitled ‘The Literature of the Dead’ in 
Exotics and Retrospectives.) 
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He removed the lining of the first drawer : — 
nothing! He removed the lining of the second 
and third drawers: —still nothing. But under 
the lining of the lowermost drawer he found 
—a letter. ‘Is this the thing about which you 
have been troubled?’ he asked. The shadow 
of the woman turned towards him, —her faint 
gaze fixed upon the letter. ‘Shall I burn it for 
you?’ he asked. She bowed before him. ‘It shall 
be burned in the temple this very morning,’ 
he promised; —‘and no one shall read it, except 
myself.’ The figure smiled and vanished. 


Dawn was breaking as the priest descended 
the stairs, to find the family waiting anxiously 
below. ‘Do not be anxious,’ he said to them: 
‘she will not appear again.’ And she never did. 

The letter was burned. It was a love-letter 
written to O-Sono in the time of her studies at 
Kyoto. But the priest alone knew what was in 
it; and the secret died with him. 
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In a village of Musashi Province, there lived 
two woodcutters: Mosaku and Minokichi. At 
the time of which I am speaking, Mosaku was 
an old man; and Minokichi, his apprentice, 
was a lad of eighteen years. Every day they 
went together to a forest situated about five 
miles from their village. On the way to that 
forest there is a wide river to cross; and there 
is a ferry-boat. Several times a bridge was built 
where the ferry is; but the bridge was each 
time carried away by a flood. No common 
bridge can resist the current there when the 
river rises. 


Mosaku and Minokichi were on their way 
home, one very cold evening, when a great 
snowstorm overtook them. They reached the 
ferry; and they found that the boatman had 
gone away, leaving his boat on the other side 
of the river. It was no day for swimming; and 
the woodcutters took shelter in the ferryman’s 
hut,—thinking themselves lucky to find any 
shelter at all. There was no brazier in the hut, 
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nor any place in which to make a fire: it was 
only a two-mat* hut, with a single door, but 
no window. Mosaku and Minokichi fastened 
the door, and lay down to rest, with their straw 
rain-coats over them. At first they did not feel 
very cold; and they thought that the storm 
would soon be over. 

The old man almost immediately fell asleep; 
but the boy, Minokichi, lay awake a long time, 
listening to the awful wind, and the continual 
slashing of the snow against the door. The 
river was roaring; and the hut swayed and 
creaked like a junk at sea. It was a terrible 
storm; and the air was every moment becoming 
colder; and Minokichi shivered under his rain- 
coat. But at last, in spite of the cold, he too 
fell asleep. 

He was awakened by a showering of snow 
in his face. The door of the hut had been forced: 
open; and, by the snowlight (yakiakari), he 
saw a woman in the room,—a woman all in 
white. She was bending above Mosaku, and 
blowing her breath upon him; —and her breath 
was like a bright white smoke. Almost in the 

* That is to say, with a floor-surface of about 
six feet square. 
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same moment she turned to Minokichi, and 
‘stooped over him. He tried to cry out, but 
found that he could not utter any sound. The 
white woman bent down over him, lower and 
lower, until her face almost touched him; and 
he saw that she was very beautiful, —though 
her eyes made him afraid. For a little time she 
continued to look at him;—then she smiled, 
and she whispered : —‘I intended to treat you 
like the other man. But I cannot help feeling 
some pity for you,—because you are so young. 
. . . You are a pretty boy, Minokichi; and I 
will not hurt you now. But, if you ever tell 
anybody —even your own mother —about what 
you have seen this night, I shall know it; and 
then I will kill you. . . . Remember what I 
say!’ 

With these words, she turned from him, and 
passed through the doorway. Then he found 
himself able to move; and he sprang up, and 
looked out. But the woman was nowhere to be 
seen; and the snow was driving furiously into 
the hut. Minokichi closed the door, and secured 
it by fixing several billets of wood against it. 
He wondered if the wind had blown it open; 
—he thought that he might have been only 
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dreaming, and might have mistaken the gleam 
of the snow-light in the doorway for the figure 
of a white woman: but he could not be sure. 
He called to Mosaku, and was frightened be- 
cause the old man did not answer. He put out 
his hand in the dark, and touched Mosaku’s 
face, and found that it was ice! Mosaku was 


stark and dead. ... 


By dawn the storm was over; and when the 
ferryman returned to his station, a little after 
sunrise, he found Minokichi lying senseless be- 
side the frozen body of Mosaku. Minokichi was 
promptly cared for, and soon came to himself; 
but he remained a long time ill from the effects 
of the cold of that terrible night. He had been 
greatly frightened also by the old man’s death; 
but he said nothing about the vision of the 
woman in white. As soon as he got well again, 
he returned to his calling, —going alone every 
morning to the forest, and coming back at 
nightfall with his bundles of wood, which his 
mother helped him to sell. 


One evening, in the winter of the following 
year, as he was on his way home, he overtook 
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a girl who happened to be travelling by the 
same road. She was a tall, slim girl, very good- 
looking; and she answered Minokichi’s greet- 
ing in a voice as pleasant to the ear as the voice 
of a song-bird. Then he walked beside her; 
and they began to talk. The girl said that her 
name was O-Yuki;* that she had lately lost 
both of her parents; and that she was going to 
Yedo, where she happened to have some poor 
relations, who might help her to find a situation 
as servant. Minokichi soon felt charmed by this 
strange girl; and the more that he looked at 
her, the handsomer she appeared to be. He ask- 
ed her whether she was yet betrothed; and 
she answered, laughingly, that she was free. 
Then, in her turn, she asked Minokichi whether 
he was married, or pledged to marry; and he 
told her that although he had only a widowed 
mother to support, the question of an ‘honour- 
able daughter-in-law’ had not yet been con- 
sidered, as he was very young. .. . After these 
confidences, they walked on for a long while 
without speaking; but, as the proverb declares, 

*This name, signifying ‘Snow,’ is not uncom- 
mon. On the subject of Japanese female names, 


see my paper in the volume entitled Shadowings. 
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Ki ga aréba, mé mo kuchi hodo ni mono wo 1u: 
‘When the wish is there, the eyes can say as 
much as the mouth.’ By the time they reached 
the village, they had become very much pleased 
with each other; and then Minokichi asked 
O-Yuki to rest awhile at his house. After some 
shy hesitation, she went there with him; and 
his mother made her welcome, and prepared a 
warm meal for her. O-Yuki behaved so nicely 
that Minokichi’s mother took a sudden fancy to 
her, and persuaded her to delay her journey to 
Yedo. And the natural end of the matter was 
that Yuki never went to Yedo at all. She 
remained in the house, as an ‘honourable 
daughter-in-law.’ 


O-Yuki proved a very good daughter-in-law. 
When Minokichi’s mother came to die, —some 
five years later, —her last words were words of 
affection and praise for the wife of her son. 
And O-Yuki bore Minokichi ten children, boys 
and girls, —handsome children all of them, and 
very fair of skin. 

The country-folk thought O-Yuki a wonder- 
ful person, by nature different from themselves. 
Most of the peasant-women age early; but O- 
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Yuki, even after having become the mother of 
ten children, looked as young and fresh as on 


the day when she had first come to the village. 


One night, after the children had gone to 
sleep, O-Yuki was sewing by the light of a 
paper lamp; and Minokichi, watching her 
said : — 

‘To see you sewing there, with the light on 
your face, makes me think of a strange thing 
that happened when I was a lad of eighteen. 
I then saw somebody as beautiful and white as 
you are now — indeed, she was very like 
you. 82. 

Without lifting her eyes from her work, 
O-Yuki responded : — 

‘Tell me about here. . . . Where did you see 
her?’ 

Then Minokichi told her about the terrible 
night in the ferryman’s hut,—and about the 
White Woman that had stooped above him, 
smiling and whispering, — and about the silent 
death of old Mosaku. And he said : — 

‘Asleep or awake, that was the only time that 
I saw a being as beautiful as you. Of course, 
she was not a human being; and I was afraid 
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of her,—very much afraid,—but she was so 
white! . . . Indeed, I have never been sure 
whether it was a dream that I saw, or the 
Woman of the Snow.’... 

O-Yuki flung down her sewing, and arose, 
and bowed above Minokichi where he sat and 
shrieked into his face : — 

‘It was I—I—I! Yuki it was! And I told 
you then that I would kill you if you ever said 
one word about it! .. . But for those children 
asleep there, I would kill you this moment! 
And now you had better take very, very good 
care of them; for if ever they have reason to 
complain of you, I will treat you as you 
deserve!’ . 

Even as she screamed, her voice became thin, 
like a crying of wind;—then she melted into 
a bright white mist that spired to the roof- 
beams, and shuddered away through the smoke- 


hole. . . . Never again was she seen. 
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In the era of Bummei [1469-1486] there was 
a young samurai called Tomotada in the ser- 
vice of Hatakéyama Yoshimuné, the Lord of 
Noto. Tomotada was a native of Echizen; but 
at an early age he had been taken, as page, 
into the palace of the daimyé of Noto, and had 
been educated, under the supervision of that 
prince, for the profession of arms. As he grew 
up, he proved himself both a good scholar and 
a good soldier, and continued to enjoy the 
favour of his prince. Being gifted with an 
amiable character, a winning address, and a 
very handsome person, he was admired and 
much liked by his samurai-comrades. 

When Tomotada was about twenty years old, 
he was sent upon a private mission to Hoso- 
kawa Masamoto, the great daimyo of Kyéto, 
a kinsman of Hatakéyama Yoshimuné. Hay- 
ing been ordered to journey through Echizen, 
the youth requested and obtained permission 
to pay a visit, on the way, to his widowed 
mother. 

It was the coldest period of the year when 
he started; the country was covered with snow; 
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and, though mounted upon a powerful horse, 
he found himself obliged to proceed slowly. 
The road which he followed passed through a 
mountain-district where the settlements were 
few and far between; and on the second day of 
his journey, after a weary ride of hours, he was 
dismayed to find that he could not reach his 
intended halting-place until late in the night. 
He had reason to be anxious;—for a heavy 
snowstorm came on, with an intensely cold 
wind; and the horse showed sign of exhaustion. 
But, in that trying moment, Tomotada unex- 
pectedly perceived the thatched roof of a cot- 
tage on the summit of a near hill, where 
willow-trees were growing. With difficulty he 
urged his tired animal to the dwelling; and he 
loudly knocked upon the storm-doors, which 
had been closed against the wind. An old wo- 
man opened them, and cried out compassionate- 
ly at the sight of the handsome stranger: ‘Ah, 
how pitiful! — a young gentleman travelling 
alone in such weather! ...Deign, young 
master, to enter.’ 


Tomotada dismounted, and after leading his 
horse to a shed in the rear, entered the cottage, 
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where he saw an old man and a girl warming 
themselves by a fire of bamboo splints. They 
respectfully invited him to approach the fire; 
and the old folks then proceeded to warm some 
rice-wine, and to prepare food for the traveller, 
whom they ventured to question in regard to his 
journey. Meanwhile the young girl disappeared 
behind the screen. Tomotada had observed, 
with astonishment, that she was extremely 
beautiful,—though her attire was of the most 
wretched kind, and her long, loose hair in dis- 
order. He wondered that so handsome a girl 
should be living in such a miserable and lone- 
some place. 

The old man said to him: — 

‘Honoured Sir, the next village is far; and 
the snow is falling thickly. The wind is pierc- 
ing; and the road is very bad. Therefore, to 
proceed further this night would probably be 
dangerous. Although this hovel is unworthy of 
your presence, and although we have not any 
comfort to offer, perhaps it were safer to re- 
main to-night under this miserable roof... . 
We would take good care of your horse.’ 

Tomotada accepted this humble proposal, — 
secretly glad of the chance thus afforded him 
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to see more of the young girl. Presently a coarse 
but ample meal was set before him; and the 
girl came from behind the screen, to serve the 
wine. She was now reclad, in a rough but 
cleanly robe of homespun; and her long, loose 
hair had been neatly combed and smoothed. 
As she bent forward to fill his cup, Tomotada 
was amazed to perceive that she was incom- 
parably more beautiful than any woman whom 
he had even before seen; and there was a grace 
about her every motion that astonished him. 
But the elders began to apologize for her, say- 
ing: ‘Sir, our daughter, Aoyagi,* has been 
brought up here, in the mountains, almost 
alone; and she knows nothing of gentle ser- 
vice. We pray that you will pardon her stupidity 
and her ignorance.’ Tomotada protested that 
he deemed himself lucky to be waited upon by 
so comely a maiden. He could not turn his 
eyes away from her—though he saw that his 
admiring gaze made her blush;—and he left 
the wine and food untasted before him. The 
mother said: ‘Kind Sir, we very much hope 
that you will try to eat and to drink a little, — 

*The name signifies ‘Green Willow’ ;—though 
rarely met with, it is still in use. 
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though our peasant-fare is of the worst, —as 
you must have been chilled by that piercing 
wind.’ Then, to please the old folks, Tomotada 
ate and drank as he could; but the charm of 
the blushing girl still grew upon him. He talk- 
ed with her, and found that her speech was 
sweet as her face. Brought up in the mountains 
she might have been;—but, in that case, her 
parents must at some time have been persons 
of high degree; for she spoke and moved like 
a damsel of rank. Suddenly he addressed her 
with a poem—which was also a question — 


inspired by the delight in his heart: — 


“Tadzunétsuru, 
Hana ka toté koso, 
Hi wo kurasé, 

Akénu ni otoru 
Akané sasuran ?’ 

[‘Bezng on my way to pay a visit, I found 
that which I took to be a flower: therefore here 
I spend the day.... Why, in the time before 
dawn, the dawn-blush tint should glow —that, 
indeed, I know not.’ |* 


* The poem may be read in two ways; several 
of the phrases having a double meaning. But the 
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Without a moment’s hesitation, she answered 
him in these verses : — 


‘Izuru hi no 
Honoméku iro wo 

Waga sodé ni 
Tsutsumaba asu mo 
Kimiya tomaran.’ 


[‘If with my sleeve I hide the faint fair colour 
of the dawning sun, — then, perhaps, in the 
morning my lord will remain.’ |* 


Then Tomotada knew that she accepted his 
admiration; and he was scarcely less surprised 


by the art with which she had uttered her 


art of its construction would need considerable 
space to explain, and could scarcely interest the 
Western reader. The meaning which Tomotada 
desired to convey might be thus expressed :— 
‘While journeying to visit my mother, I met with 
a being lovely as a flower; and for the sake of 
that lovely person, I am passing the day here. . . 
Fair one, wherefore that dawnlike blush before 
the hour of dawn?—can it mean that you love 
me?’ 

* Another reading is possible; but this one gives 
the signification of the answer intended. 
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feelings in verse, than delighted by the assur- 
ance which the verses conveyed. He was now 
certain that in all this world he could not hope 
to meet, much less to win, a girl more beauti- 
ful and witty than this rustic maid before him; 
and a voice in his heart seemed to cry out 
urgently, “Take the luck that the gods have 
put in your way!’ In short he was bewitched 
— bewitched to such a degree that, without 
further preliminary, he asked the old people to 
give him their daughter in marriage,—telling 
them, at the same time, his name and lineage, 
and his rank in the train of the Lord of Noto. 

They bowed down before him, with many 
exclamations of grateful astonishment. But, 
after some moments of apparent hesitation, the 
father replied : — 

‘Honoured master, you are a person of high 
position, and likely to rise to still higher 
things. Too great is the favour that you deign 
to offer us; —indeed, the depth of our gratitude 
therefor is not to be spoken or measured. But 
this girl of ours, being a stupid country-girl of 
vulgar birth, with no training or teaching of 
any sort, it would be improper to let her become 
the wife of a noble samurai. Even to speak of 
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such a matter is not right... . But, since you 
find the girl to your liking, and have conde- 
scended to pardon her peasant-manners and to 
overlook her great rudeness, we do gladly pre- 
sent her to you, for an humble handmaid. 
Deign, therefore, to act hereafter in her regard 
according to your august pleasure.’ 


Ere morning the storm had passed; and day 
broke through a cloudless east. Even if the 
sleeve of Aoyagi hid from her lover’s eyes the 
rose-blush of that dawn, he could no longer 
tarry. But neither could he resign himself to 
part with the girl; and, when everything had 
been prepared for his journey, he thus addressed 
her parents : — 

‘Though it may seem thankless to ask for 
more than I have already received, I must once 
again beg you to give me your daughter for 
wife. It would be difficult for me to separate 
from her now; and as she is willing to accom- 
pany me, if you permit, I can take her with 
me as she is. If you will give her to me, I shall 
ever cherish you as parents. . . . And, in the 
meantime, please to accept this poor acknow- 
ledgment of your kindest hospitality,’ 
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So saying, he placed before his humble host 
a purse of gold ryd. But the old man, after 
many protestations, gently pushed back the 
gift, and said : — 

‘Kind master, the gold would be of no use to 
us; and you will probably have need of it dur- 
ing your long, cold journey. Here we buy no- 
thing; and we could not spend so much money 
upon ourselves, even if we wished... . As for 
the girl, we have already bestowed her as a 
free gift; —she belongs to you: therefore it is 
not necessary to ask our leave to take her away. 
Already she has told us that she hopes to accom- 
pany you, and to remain your servant so long 
as you may be willing to endure her presence. 
We are only too happy to know that you deign 
to accept her; and we pray that you will not 
trouble yourself on our account. In this place 
we could not provide her with proper clothing, 
—much less with a dowry. Moreover, being 
old, we should in any event have to separate 
from her before long. Therefore it is very 
fortunate that you should be willing to take her 
with you now.’ 

It was in vain that Tomotada tried to per- 
suade the old people to accept a present; he 
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found that they cared nothing for money. But 
he saw that they were really anxious to trust 
their daughter’s fate to his hands; and he there- 
fore decided to take her with him. So he placed 
her upon his horse, and bade the old folks fare- 
well for the time being, with many sincere 
expressions of gratitude. 

‘Honoured Sir,’ the father made answer, ‘it 
is we, and not you, who have reason for grati- 
tude. We are sure that you will be kind to our 
girl; and we have no fears for her sake.’ . . . 


[Here, in the Japanese original, there is a 
queer break in the natural course of the narra- 
tion, which therefrom remains curiously incon- 
sistent. Nothing further 1s said about the mother 
of Tomotada, or about the parents of Aoyagi, 
or about the daimyo of Noto. Evidently the 
writer wearted of his work at this point, and 
hurried the story, very carelessly, to its start- 
ling end. I am not able to supply his omissions, 
or to repair his faults of construction; but I 
must venture to put in a few explanatory de- 
tails, without which the rest of the tale would 
not hold together... . It appears that Tomo- 
tada rashly took Aoyagi with him to Kyéto, 
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and so got into trouble; but we are not informed 
as to where the couple lived afterwards. | 


. .. Now a samurai was not allowed to marry 
without the consent of his lord; and Tomotada 
could not expect to obtain this sanction before 
his mission had been accomplished. He had 
reason, under such circumstances, to fear that 
the beauty of Aoyagi might attract dangerous 
attention, and that means might be devised of 
taking her away from him. In Kyoto he there- 
fore tried to keep her hidden from curious eyes. 
But a retainer of the Lord Hosokawa one day 
caught sight of Aoyagi, discovered her rela- 
tion to Tomotada, and reported the matter to 
the daimyo. Thereupon the daimy6 —a young 
prince, and fond of pretty faces—gave orders 
that the girl should be brought to the palace; 
and she was taken thither at once, without 
ceremony. 


Tomotada sorrowed unspeakably; but he 
knew himself powerless. He was only an 
humble messenger in the service of a far-off 
daimyo; and for the time being he was at the 
mercy of a much more powerful daimyo, 
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whose wishes were not to be questioned. More- 
over Tomotada knew that he had acted fool- 
ishly, — that he had brought about his own 
misfortune, by entering into a clandestine rela- 
tion which the code of the military class con- 
demned. There was now but one hope for him, 
—a desperate hope: that Aoyagi might be 
able and willing to escape and to flee with 
him. After long reflection, he resolved to try 
to send her a letter. The attempt would be 
dangerous, of course: any writing sent to her 
might find its way to the hands of the daimy6; 
and to send a love-letter to any inmate of the 
palace was an unpardonable offence. But he 
resolved to dare the risk; and, in the form of 
a Chinese poem, he composed a letter which 
he endeavoured to have conveyed to her. The 
poem was written with only twenty-eight char- 
acters. But with those twenty-eight characters 
he was able to express all the depth of his pas- 
sion, and to suggest all the pain of his loss : * — 


*So the Japanese story-teller would have us 
believe,—although the verses seem commonplace 
in translation. I have tried to give only their 
general meaning: an effective literal translation 
would require some scholarship. 
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Koshi 6-son gojin wo ou; 
Ryokuju namida wo tarété rakin wo hitataru; 
Komon hitotabi irité fukaki koto umi no 
gotoshi; 
Koré yori shoro koré rojin. 


[Closely, closely the youthful prince now 
follows after the gem-bright maid; — 

The tears of the fair one, falling, have moist- 
ened all her robes. 

But the august lord, having once become 
enamoured of her—the depth of his longing 
is like the depth of the sea. 

Therefore it is only I that am left forlorn, — 
only I that am left to wander alone. | 


On the evening of the day after this poem 
had been sent, Tomotada was summoned to 
appear before the Lord Hosokawa. The youth 
at once suspected that his confidence had been 
betrayed; and he could not hope, if his letter 
had been seen by the daimyo, to escape the 
severest penalty. “Now he will order my death,’ 
thought Tomotada; —‘but I do not care to live 
unless Aoyagi be restored to me. Besides, if 
the death-sentence be passed, I can at least try 
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to kill Hosokawa.’ He slipped his swords into 
his girdle, and hastened to the palace. 

On entering the presence-room he saw the 
Lord Hosokawa seated upon the dais, sur- 
rounded by samurai of high rank, in caps and 
robes of ceremony. All were silent as statues; 
and while Tomotada advanced to make abei- 
sance the hush seemed to him sinister and 
heavy, like the stillness before a storm. But 
Hosokawa suddenly descended from the dais, 
and, taking the youth by the arm, began to re- 
peat the words of the poem: —‘Késhi 6-son 
gojin wo ou.’ ... And Tomotada, looking up, 
saw kindly tears in the prince’s eyes. 

Then said Hosokawa : — 

‘Because you love each other so much, I have. 
taken it upon myself to authorize your mar- 
riage, in lieu of my kinsman, the Lord of Noto; 
and your wedding shall now be celebrated be- 
fore me. The guests are assembled;—the gifts 
are ready.’ 

At a signal from the lord, the sliding-screens 
concealing a further apartment were pushed 
open; and Tomotada saw there many digni- 
taries of the court, assembled for the ceremony, 
and Aoyagi awaiting him in bride’s apparel... . 
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Thus was she given back to him;— and the 
wedding was joyous and splendid;—and pre- 
cious gifts were made to the young couple by 
the prince, and by the members of his house- 


hold. 


For five happy years, after that wedding, 
Tomotada and Aoyagi dwelt together. But one 
morning Aoyagi, while talking with her hus- 
band about some household matter, suddenly 
uttered a great cry of pain, and then became 
very white and still. After a few moments she 
said, in a feeble voice: ‘Pardon me for thus 
rudely crying out —but the pain was so sudden | 
. . . My dear husband, our union must have 
been brought about through some Karma- 
relation in a former state of existence; and that 
happy relation, I think, will bring us again 
together in more than one life to come. But for 
this present existence of ours, the relation is 
now ended;—we are about to be separated. 
Repeat for me, I beseech you, the Nembutsu- 
prayer,—because I am dying.’ 
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‘Oh! what strange wild fancies!’ cried the 
startled husband, —‘you are only a little unwell, 
my dear one! . . . lie down for a while, and 
rest; and the sickness will pass.’ .. . 

‘No, no!’ she responded—‘I am dying! —I 
do not imagine it;—I know! ... And it were 
needless now, my dear husband, to hide the 
truth from you any longer: —I am not a 
human being. The soul of a tree is my soul; 
— the heart of a tree is my heart; — the sap 
of the willow is my life. And some one, at 
this cruel moment, is cutting down my tree; — 
that is why I must die! .. . Even to weep were 
now beyond my strength! —quickly, quickly 
repeat the Nembutsu for me... quickly! ... 
Able. 


With another cry of pain she turned aside 
her beautiful head, and tried to hide her face 
behind her sleeve. But almost in the same mo- 
ment her whole form appeared to collapse in 
the strangest way, and to sink down, down, 
down — level with the floor. Tomotada had 
sprung to support her; —but there was nothing 
to support! There lay on the matting only the 
empty robes of the fair creature and the orna- 
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ments that she had worn in her hair: the body 
had ceased to exist.... 


Tomotada shaved his head, took the Budd- 
hist vows, and became an itinerant priest. He 
travelled through all the provinces of the em- 
pire; and, at all the holy places which he visit- 
ed, he offered up prayers for the soul of Aoyagi. 
Reaching Echizen, in the course of his pilgrim- 
age, he sought the home of the parents of his 
beloved. But when he arrived at the lonely 
place among the hills, where their dwelling had 
been, he found that the cottage had disappeared. 
There was nothing to mark even the spot where 
it had stood, except the stumps of three willows 
—two old trees and one young tree—that had 
been cut down long before his arrival. 

Beside the stumps of those willow-trees he 
erected a memorial tomb, inscribed with divers 
holy texts; and he there performed many 
Buddhist services on behalf of the spirits of 
Aoyagi and of her parents. 
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Uso no yona,— 
Jiu-roku-zakura 
Saki ni keri! 


In Wakégori, a district of the province of lyo, 
there is a very ancient and famous cherry-tree, 
called Jiu-roku-zakura, or ‘the Cherry-tree of 
the Sixteenth Day,’ because it blooms every year 
upon the sixteenth day of the first month (by 
the old lunar calendar), —and only upon that 
day. Thus the time of its flowering is the 
Period of Great Cold, — though the natural 
habit of a cherry-tree is to wait for the spring 
season before venturing to blossom. But the 
Jiu-roku-zakura blossoms with a life that is not 
—or, at least, was not originally — its own. 
There is the ghost of a man in that tree. 


He was a samurai of Iyo; and the tree grew 
in his garden; and it used to flower at the usual 
time, —that is to say, about the end of March 
or the beginning of April. He had played 
under that tree when he was a child; and his 
parents and grandparents and ancestors had 
hung to its blossoming branches, season after 
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season for more than a hundred years, bright 
strips of coloured paper inscribed with poems 
of praise. He himself became very old, —out- 
living all his children; and there was nothing 
in the world left for him to love except that 
tree. And lo! in the summer of a certain year, 
the tree withered and died! 

Exceedingly the old man sorrowed for his 
tree. Then kind neighbours found for him a 
young and beautiful cherry-tree, and planted it 
in his garden,—hoping thus to comfort him. 
And he thanked them, and pretended to be 
glad. But really his heart was full of pain; for 
he had loved the old tree so well that nothing 
could have consoled him for the loss of it. 

At last there came to him a happy thought: 
he remembered a way by which the perishing 
tree might be saved. (It was the sixteenth day 
of the first month.) Alone he went into his 
garden, and bowed down before the withered 
tree, and spoke to it, saying: ‘Now deign, I 
beseech you, once more to bloom, —because I 
am going to die in your stead.’ (For it is be- 
lieved that one can really give away one’s life 
to another person, or to a creature, or even to 


a tree, by the favour of the gods;—and thus 
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to transfer one’s life is expressed by the term 
migawari ni tatsu, ‘to act as a substitute.’) Then 
under that tree he spread a white cloth, and 
divers coverings, and sat down upon the cover- 
ings, and performed hara-kiri after the fashion 
of a samurai. And the ghost of him went into 
the tree, and made it blossom in that same hour. 

And every year it still blooms on the sixteenth 
day of the first month, in the season of snow. 
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In the district called Toichi of Yamato province, 
there used to live a gdshi named Miyata Akino- 
suké. ... [Here I must tell you that in Japanese 
feudal times there was a privileged class of 
soldier-farmers, — free-holders, — corresponding 
to the class of yeomen in England; and these 
were called goshi.] 

In Akinosuké’s garden there was a great and 
ancient cedar-tree, under which he was wont 
to rest on sultry days. One very warm after- 
noon he was sitting under this tree with two 
of his friends, fellow-géshi, chatting and drink- 
ing wine, when he felt all of a sudden very. 
drowsy, —so drowsy that he begged his friends 
to excuse him for taking a nap in their pre- 
sence. Then he lay down at the foot of the tree, 
and dreamed this dream : — 

He thought that as he was lying there in his 
garden, he saw a procession, like the train of 
some great daimy6, descending a hill near by, 
and that he got up to look at it. A very grand 
procession it proved to be, — more imposing 
than anything of the kind which he had ever 


seen before; and it was advancing towards his 
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dwelling. He observed in the van of it a num- 
ber of young men richly apparelled, who were 
drawing a great lacquered palace-carriage, or 
gosho-guruma, hung with bright blue silk. 
When the procession arrived within a short dis- 
tance of the house it halted; and a richly 
dressed man — evidently a person of rank — 
advanced from it, approached Akinosuké, 
bowed to him profoundly, and then said: — 

‘Honoured Sir, you see before you a kérai 
[vassal] of the Kokué of Tokoyo.* My master, 
the King, commands me to greet you in his 
august name, and to place myself wholly at 
your disposal. He also bids me inform you that 
he augustly desires your presence at the palace. 
Be therefore pleased immediately to enter this 
honourable carriage, which he has sent for your 
conveyance.’ 


*This name “Tokoyo’ is indefinite. According 
to circumstances it may signify any unknown 
country, —or that undiscovered country from 
whose bourn no traveller returns,—or ae Fairy- 
land of far-eastern fable, the Realm of Horai. The 
term ‘Koku6d’ means the ruler of a country,— 
therefore a king. The original phrase, Tokoyo no 
Kokuo, might be rendered here as ‘the Ruler of 
Horai,’ or ‘the King of Fairyland.’ 
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Upon hearing these words Akinosuké wanted 
to make some fitting reply; but he was too 
much astonished and embarrassed for speech; 
—and in the same moment his will seemed to 
melt away from him, so that he could only do 
as the kérai bade him. He entered the carriage; 
the kérai took a place beside him, and made a 
signal; the drawers, seizing the silken ropes, 
turned the great vehicle southward; —and the 
journey began. 

In a very short time, to Akinosuké’s amaze- 
ment, the carriage stopped in front of a huge two- 
storied gateway (rémon), of Chinese style, which 
he had never before seen. Here the kérai dis- 
mounted, saying, ‘I go to announce the honour- 
able arrival, —and he disappeared. After some 
little waiting, Akinosuké saw two noble-look- 
ing men, wearing robes of purple silk and high 
caps of the form indicating lofty rank, come 
from the gateway. These, after having respect- 
fully saluted him, helped him to descend from 
the carriage, and led him through the great 
gate and across a vast garden, to the entrance 
of a palace whose front appeared to extend, 
west and east, to a distance of miles. Akino- 
suké was then shown into a reception-room of 
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wonderful size and splendour. His guides con- 
ducted him to the place of honour, and respect- 
fully seated themselves apart; while serving- 
maids, in costume of ceremony, brought re- 
freshments. When Akinosuké had partaken of 
the refreshments, the two purple-robed attend- 
ants bowed low before him, and addressed him 
in the following words, —each speaking alter- 
nately, according to the etiquette of courts : — 


‘It is now our honourable duty to inform you 
. .. as to the reason of your having been sum- 
moned hither. ... Our master, the King, 
augustly desires that you become his son-in-law; 
. .. and it is his wish and command that you 
shall wed this very day . . . the August Princess, 
his maiden-daughter. . . . We shall soon con- 
duct you to the presence-chamber . . . where 
His Augustness even now is waiting to receive 
you. .. . But it will be necessary that we first 
invest you .. . with the appropriate garments 
of ceremony.’* 


* The last phrase, according to old custom, had 
to be uttered by both attendants at the same time. 
All these ceremonial observances can still be 
studied on the Japanese stage. 
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Having thus spoken, the attendants rose to- 
gether, and proceeded to an alcove containing 
a great chest of gold lacquer. They opened the 
chest, and took from it various robes and girdles 
of rich material, and a kamuri, or regal head- 
dress. With these they attired Akinosuké as 
befitted a princely bridegroom; and he was 
then conducted to the presence-room, where he 
saw the Kukuo of Tokoyo seated upon the 
daiza,* wearing the high black cap of state, 
and robed in robes of yellow silk. Before the 
daiza, to left and right, a multitude of digni- 
taries sat in rank, motionless and splendid as 
images in a temple; and Akinosuké, advancing 
into their midst, saluted the king with the triple 
prostration of usage. The king greeted him 
with gracious words, and then said: — 

‘You have already been informed as to the 
reason of your having been summoned to Our 
presence. We have decided that you shall be- 
come the adopted husband of Our only 
daughter; —and the wedding ceremony shall 
now be performed.’ 


* This was the name given to the estrade, or 
dais, upon which a feudal prince or ruler sat in 
state. The term literally signifies “great seat.’ 
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As the king finished speaking, a sound of 
joyful music was heard; and a long train of 
beautiful court ladies advanced from behind a 
curtain, to conduct Akinosuké to the room in 
which his bride awaited him. 

The room was immense; but it could scarce- 
ly contain the multitude of guests assembled 
to witness the wedding ceremony. All bowed 
down before Akinosuké as he took his place, 
facing the King’s daughter, on the kneeling- 
cushion prepared for him. As a maiden of 
heaven the bride appeared to be; and her robes 
were beautiful as a summer sky. And the mar- 
riage was performed amid great rejoicing. 

Afterwards the pair were conducted to a suite 
of apartments that had been prepared for them 
in another portion of the palace; and there 
they received the congratulations of many 
noble persons, and wedding gifts beyond count- 


ing. 


Some days later Akinosuké was again sum- 
moned to the throne-room. On this occasion he 
was received even more graciously than before; 
and the King said to him: — 

‘In the south-western part of Our dominion 
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there is an island called Raishi. We have now 
appointed you Governor of that island. You 
will find the people loyal and docile; but their 
laws have not yet been brought into proper 
accord with the laws of Tokoyo; and their 
customs have not been properly regulated. We 
entrust you with the duty of improving their 
social condition as far as may be possible; and 
We desire that you shall rule them with kind- 
ness and wisdom. All preparations necessary 
for your journey to Raishi have already been 
made.’ 


So Akinosuké and his bride departed from 
the palace of Tokoyo, accompanied to the shore 
by a great escort of nobles and officials; and 
they embarked upon a ship of state provided 
by the king. And with favouring winds they 
safely sailed to Raishu, and found the good 
people of that island assembled upon the beach 


to welcome them. 


Akinosuké entered at once upon his new 
duties; and they did not prove to be hard. 
During the first three years of his governorship 
he was occupied chiefly with the framing and 
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the enactment of laws; but he had wise coun- 
sellors to help him, and he never found the 
work unpleasant. When it was all finished, he 
had no active duties to perform, beyond attend- 
ing the rites and ceremonies ordained by an- 
cient custom. The country was so healthy and 
so fertile that sickness and want were un- 
known; and the people were so good that no 
laws were ever broken. And Akinosuké dwelt 
and ruled in Raishii for twenty years more, — 
making in all twenty-three years of sojourn, 
during which no shadow of sorrow traversed 
his life. 

But in the twenty-fourth year of his governor- 
ship, a great misfortune came upon him; for 
his wife, who had borne him seven children, 
—five boys and two girls —fell sick and died. 
She was buried, with higa pomp, on the sum- 
mit of a beautiful hill in the district of Hanr- 
yoko; and a monument, exceedingly splendid, 
was placed above her grave. But Akinosuké 
felt such grief at her death that he no longer 
cared to live. 


Now when the legal period of mourning was 
over, there came to Raishi, from the Tokoyo 
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palace, a shisha, or royal messenger. The shisha 
delivered to Akinosuké a message of condol- 
ence, and then said to him: — 

‘These are the words which our august 
master, the King of Tokoyo, commands that 
I repeat to you: “We will now send you back 
to your own people and country. As for the 
seven children, they are the grandsons and the 
granddaughters of the King, and shall be fitly 
cared for. Do not, therefore, allow your mind 
to be troubled concerning them.”’’ 

On receiving this mandate, Akinosuké sub- 
missively prepared for his departure. When all 
his affairs had been settled, and the ceremony 
of bidding farewell to his counsellors and trust- 
ed officials had been concluded, he was escorted 
with much honour to the port. There he em- 
barked upon the ship sent for him; and the 
ship sailed out into the blue sea, under the blue 
sky; and the shape of the island of Raishii it- 
self turned blue, and then turned gray, and 
then vanished forever.... And Akinosuké 
suddenly awoke —under the cedar-tree in his 
own garden!... 

For the moment he was stupefied and dazed. 
But he perceived his two friends still seated near 
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him, — drinking and chatting merrily. He 
stared at them in a bewildered way, and cried 
aloud, — 

‘How strange!’ 

‘Akinosuké must have been dreaming,’ one 
of them exclaimed, with a laugh. ‘What did 
you see, Akinosuké, that was strange?’ 

Then Akinosuké told his dream, — that 
dream of three-and-twenty years’ sojourn in the 
realm of Tokoyo, in the island of Raishia;— 
and they were astonished, because he had really 
slept for no more than a few minutes. 

One goshi said : — 

‘Indeed, you saw strange things. We also saw 
something strange while you were napping. A 
little yellow butterfly was fluttering over your 
face for a moment or two; and we watched it. 
Then it alighted on the ground beside you, 
close to the tree; and almost as soon as it alight- 
ed there, a big, big ant came out of a hole, and 
seized it and pulled it down into the hole. 
Just before you woke up, we saw that very 
butterfly come out of the hole again, and 
flutter over your face as before. And then it 
suddenly disappeared: we do not know where 
it went.’ 
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‘Perhaps it was Akinosuké’s soul,’ the other 
goshi said;—‘certainly I thought I saw it fly 
into his mouth. .. . But, even if that butterfly 
was Akinosuké’s soul, the fact would not 
explain his dream.’ 

‘The ants might explain it,’ returned the first 
speaker. ‘Ants are queer beings—possibly gob- 
lins. .. . Anyhow, there is a big ant’s nest under 
maatcedar-tree,’ . . 

‘Let us look!’ cried Akinosuké, greatly 
moved by this suggestion. And he went for a 
spade. 


The ground about and beneath the cedar-tree 
proved to have been excavated, in a most sur- 
prising way, by a prodigious colony of ants. 
The ants had furthermore built inside their ex- 
cavations; and their tiny constructions of 
straw, clay, and stems bore an odd resemblance 
to miniature towns. In the middle of a struc- 
ture considerably larger than the rest there was 
a marvellous swarming of small ants around 
the body of one very big ant, which had 
yellowish wings and a long black head. 

‘Why, there is the King of my dream!’ cried 
Akinosuké; ‘and there is the palace of Tokoyo! 
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.. . How extraordinary! . . . Raishii ought to 
lie somewhere southwest of it—to the left of 
that big root... . Yes!—here it is! . . . How 


very strange! Now I am sure that I can find 
the mountain of Hanryoko, and the grave of 
the princess: 2, 

In the wreck of the nest he searched and 
searched, and at last discovered a tiny mound, 
on the top of which was fixed a waterworn 
pebble, in shape resembling a Buddhist monu- 
ment. Underneath it he found—embedded in 
clay —the dead body of a female ant. 
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RIKI-BAKA 


His name was Riki, signifying Strength; but 
the people called him Riki-the-Simple, or Riki- 
the-Fool, —‘Riki-Baka,’ —because he had been 
born into perpetual childhood. For the same 
reason they were kind to him—even when he 
set a house on fire by putting a lighted match 
to a mosquito-curtain, and clapped his hands 
for joy to see the blaze. At sixteen years he 
was a tall, strong lad; but in mind he remained 
always at the happy age of two, and therefore 
continued to play with very small children. 
The bigger children of the neighbourhood, 
from four to seven years old, did not care to 
play with him, because he could not learn their 
songs and games. His favourite toy was a broom- 
stick, which he used as a hobby-horse; and for 
hours at a time he would ride on that broom- 
stick, up and down the slope in front of my 
house, with amazing peals of laughter. But at 
last he became troublesome by reason of his 
noise; and I had to tell him that he must find 
another playground. He bowed submissively, 
and then went off,—sorrowfully trailing his 
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broomstick behind him. Gentle at all times, 
and perfectly harmless if allowed no chance 
to play with fire, he seldom gave anybody 
cause for complaint. His relation to the life of 
our street was scarcely more than that of a dog 
or a chicken; and when he finally disappeared, 
I did not miss him. Months and months passed 
by before anything happened to remind me of 
Riki. 

“What has become of Riki?’ I then asked the 
old woodcutter who supplies our neighbour- 
hood with fuel. I remembered that Riki had 
often helped him to carry his bundles. 

‘Riki-Baka?’ answered the old man. ‘Ah, 
Riki is dead—poor fellow! . . . Yes, he died 
nearly a year ago, very suddenly; the doctors 
said that he had some disease of the brain. And 
there is a strange story now about that poor 
Riki. 

‘When Riki died, his mother wrote his name, 
“Riki-Baka,” in the palm of his left hand,— 
putting “Riki” in the Chinese character, and 
“Baka” in kana. And she repeated many 
prayers for him, — prayers that he might be 
reborn into some more happy condition. 

‘Now, about three months ago, in the honour- 
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able residence of Nanigashi-Sama, in Kojima- 
chi, a boy was born with characters on the palm 
of his left hand; and the characters were quite 
plain to read,—“RIKI-BAKA”! 

‘So the people of that house knew that the 
birth must have happened in answer to some- 
body’s prayer; and they caused inquiry to be 
made everywhere. At last a vegetable-seller 
brought word to them that there used to be a 
simple lad, called Riki-Baka, living in the Ushi- 
gomé quarter, and that he had died during the 
last autumn; and they sent two men-servants 
to look for the mother of Riki. 

‘Those servants found the mother of Riki, 
and told her what had happened; and she was 
glad exceedingly —for that Nanigashi house is 
a very rich and famous house. But the servants 
said that the family of NanigashiSama were 
very angry about the “Baka” on the child’s 
hand. “And where is your Riki buried?” the 
servants asked. ‘He is buried in the cemetery 
of Zendéji,, she told them. ‘Please to give us 
some of the clay of his grave,” they requested. 

‘So she went with them to the temple Zen- 
doji, and showed them Riki’s grave; and they 
took some of the grave-clay away with them, 

141 


RIKI-BAKA 
wrapped up in a furoshiki.* . . . They gave 


Riki’s mother some money, —ten yen.’... 


‘But what did they want with that clay?’ I 
inquired. 

‘Well,’ the old man answered, ‘you know 
that it would not do to let the child grow up 
with that name on his hand. And there is no 
other means of removing characters that come 
in that way upon the body of a child: you 
must rub the skin with clay taken from the 
grave of the body of the former birth... . 


* A square piece of cotton-goods, or other woven 
material, used as a wrapper in which to carry 
small packages. 
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On the wooded hill behind the house Robert 
and I are looking for fairy-rings. Robert is eight 
years old, comely, and very wise; —I am a little 
more than seven,—and I reverence Robert. It 
is a glowing glorious August day; and the 
warm air is filled with sharp sweet scents of 
resin. 

We do not find any fairy-rings; but we find 
a great many pine-cones in the high grass... . 
I tell Robert the old Welsh story of the man 
who went to sleep, unawares, inside of a fairy- 
ring, and so disappeared for seven years, and 
would never eat or speak after his friends had 
delivered him from the enchantment. 

‘They eat nothing but points of needles, you 
know,’ says Robert. 

‘Who?’ I ask. 

‘Goblins,’ Robert answers. 

This revelation leaves me dumb with aston- 
ishment and awe.... But Robert suddenly 
cries out : — 

‘There is a Harper!—he is coming to the 
house !” 
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And down the hill we run to hear the harper. 

. But what a harper! Not like the hoary 

minstrels of the picture-books. A  swarthy, 

sturdy, unkempt vagabond, with black bold 

eyes under scowling black brows. More like a 

bricklayer than a bard, —and his garments are 
corduroy ! 

“Wonder if he is going to sing in Welsh?’ 
murmurs Robert. 

I feel too much disappointed to make any re- 
marks. The harper poses his harp—a huge in- 
strument — upon our doorstep, sets all the 
strings ringing with a sweep of his grimy 
nS clears his throat with a sort of angry 
growl, and begins, — 


Believe me, if all those endearing young 
charms, 


Which I gaze on so fondly to-day... 


The accent, the attitude, the voice, all fill me 
with repulsion unutterable, —shock me with a 
new sensation of formidable vulgarity. I want 
to cry out loud, “You have no right to sing 
that song!’ For I have heard it sung by the 
lips of the dearest and fairest being in my little 
world; — and that this rude, coarse man 
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should dare to sing it vexes me like a mockery, 
—angers me like an insolence. But only for a 
moment! . . . With the utterance of the syl- 
lables ‘to-day,’ that deep, grim voice suddenly 
breaks into a quivering tenderness indescrib- 
able; — then, marvellously changing, it mellows 
into tones sonorous and rich as the bass of a 
great organ, — while a sensation unlike anything 
ever felt before takes me by the throat... . 
What witchcraft has he learned? what secret 
has he found—this scowling man of the road? 
. . . Oh! is there anybody else in the whole 
world who can sing like that? . . . And the 
form of the singer flickers and dims;—and the 
house, and the lawn, and all visible shapes of 
things tremble and swim before me. Yet in- 
stinctively I fear that man; —I almost hate 
him; and I feel myself flushing with anger 
and shame because of his power to move me 


TAUS. <> 


“He made you cry,’ Robert compassionately 
observes, to my further confusion,—as the 
harper strides away, richer by a gift of sixpence 
taken without thanks. ... ‘But I think he must 
be a gipsy. Gipsies are bad people—and they 
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are wizards. .. . Let us go back to the wood.’ 

We climb again to the pines, and there squat 
down upon the sun-flecked grass, and look over 
town and sea. But we do not play as before: 
the spell of the wizard is strong upon us both. 
... ‘Perhaps he is a goblin,’ I venture at last, 
‘or a fairy?’ ‘No,’ says Robert,—‘only a gipsy. 
But that is nearly as bad. They steal children, 
you know.’... 

‘What shall we do if he comes up here?’ I 
gasp, in sudden terror at the lonesomeness of 
our situation. 

‘Oh, he wouldn’t dare,’ answers Robert — 


‘not by daylight, you know.’ . 


[Only yesterday, near the village of Takata, 
I noticed a flower which the Japanese call by 
nearly the same name as we do: Himawari, 
‘The Sunward-turning’;—and over the space 
of forty years there thrilled back to me the 
voice of that wandering harper,— 


As the Sunflower turns on her god, when he 
sets, 
The same look that she turned when he rose, 
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Again I saw the sun-decked shadows on that 
far Welsh hill; and Robert for a moment again 
stood beside me, with his girl’s face and his 
curls of gold. We were looking for fairy-rings. 
... But all that existed of the real Robert must 
long ago have suffered a sea-change into some- 
thing rich and strange. . . . Greater love hath 
no man than this, that a man lay down his life 
yor his. friend, ...| 
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BuveE vision of depth lost in height, —sea and 
sky interblending through luminous haze. The 
day is of spring, and the hour morning. 

Only sky and sea,—one azure enormity. ... 
In the fore, ripples are catching a silvery light, 
and threads of foam are swirling. But a little 
further off no motion is visible, nor anything 
save colour: dim warm blue of water widening 
away to melt into blue of air. Horizon there 
is none: only distance soaring into space, — 
infinite concavity hollowing before you, and 
hugely arching above you,—the colour deep- 
ening with the height. But far in the midway- 
blue there hangs a faint, faint vision of palace 
towers, with high roofs horned and curved 
like moons, — some shadowing of splendid 
strange and old, illumined by a sunshine soft 
as memory. 

... What I have thus been trying to describe 
is a kakémono, — that is to say, a Japanese 
painting on silk, suspended to the wall of my 
alcove;—and the name of it is SHINKIRO, which 


signifies ‘Mirage.’ But the shapes of the mirage 
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are unmistakable. Those are the glimmering 
portals of Horai the blest; and those are the 
moony roofs of the Palace of the Dragon-King; 
—and the fashion of them (though limned by a 
Japanese brush of to-day) is the fashion of things 


Chinese, twenty-one hundred years ago... . 


Thus much is told of the place in the Chinese 
books of that time : — 

In Horai there is neither death nor pain; and 
there is no winter. The flowers in that place 
never fade, and the fruits never fail; and if a 
man taste of those fruits even but once, he can 
never again feel thirst or hunger. In H6rai grow 
the enchanted plants So-rin-shi, and Rrku-go- 
aoi, and Ban-kon-to, which heal all manner of 
sickness;—and there grows also the magical 
grass Y6-shin-shi, that quickens the dead; and 
the magical grass is watered by a fairy water of 
which a single drink confers perpetual youth. 
The people of Horai eat their rice out of very, 
very small bowls; but the rice never diminishes 
within those bowls, —however much of it be 
eaten,—until the eater desires no more. And 
the people of Horai drink their wine out of 
very, very small cups; but no man can empty 
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one of those cups, — however stoutly he may 
drink, —until there comes upon him the plea- 
sant drowsiness of intoxication. 


All this and more is told in the legends of 
the time of the Shin dynasty. But that the 
people who wrote down those legends ever saw 
Horai, even in a mirage, is not believable. For 
really there are no enchanted fruits which leave 
the eater forever satisfied,—nor any magical 
grass which revives the dead, —nor any fountain 
of fairy water,—nor any bowls which never 
lack rice, —nor any cups which never lack wine. 
It is not true that sorrow and death never enter 
Ho6rai;—neither is it true that there is not any 
winter. The winter in Horai is cold; — and 
winds then bite to the bone; and the heaping of 
snow is monstrous on the roofs of the Dragon- 
King. 

Nevertheless there are wonderful things in 
HGrai; and the most wonderful of all has not 
been mentioned by any Chinese writer. I mean 
the atmosphere of Horai. It is an atmosphere 
peculiar to the place; and, because of it, the sun- 
shine in Horai is w/iter than any other sunshine, 
—a milky light that never dazzles, —astonish- 
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ingly clear, but very soft. This atmosphere is 
not of our human period : it is enormously old, 
—so old that I feel afraid when I try to think 
how old it is; —and it is not a mixture of nitro- 
gen and oxygen. It is not made of air at all, but 
of ghost, — the substance of quintillions of 
quintillions of generations of souls blended 
into one immense translucency, — souls of 
people who thought in ways never resembling 
our ways. Whatever mortal man inhales that 
atmosphere, he takes into his blood the thrilling 
of these spirits; and they change the senses 
within him,—reshaping his notions of Space 
and Time, —so that he can see only as they used 
to see, and feel only as they used to feel, and 
think only as they used to think. Soft as sleep are 
these changes of sense; and Horai, discerned 
across them, might thus be described : — 


— Because in Horat there 1s no knowledge of 
great evil, the hearts of the people never grow 
old. And, by reason of being always young in 
heart, the people of Hora smile from birth 
untul death —except when the Gods send sor- 
row among them; and faces then are veiled until 
the sorrow goes away. All folk in Horai love 
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and trust each other, as if all were members of 
a single household;—and the speech of the 
women 1s like birdsong, because of the hearts 
of them are light as the souls of birds; —and 
the swaying of the sleeves of the maidens at 
play seems a flutter of wide, soft wings. In 
Horat nothing is hidden but grief, because there 
is no reason for shame; —and nothing is locked 
away, because there could not be any theft;— 
and by night as well as by day all doors remain 
unbarred, because there 1s no reason for fear. 
And because the people are fairies — though 
mortal —all things in Horat, except the Palace 
of the Dragon-King, are small and quaint and 
queer; —and these fairy-folk do really eat their 
rice out of very small bowls, and drink their 
wine out of very, very small cups.... 


— Much of this seeming would be due to the 
inhalation of that ghostly atmosphere — but 
not all. For the spell wrought by the dead is 
only the charm of an Ideal, the glamour of an 
ancient hope;—and something of that hope 
has found fulfilment in many hearts,—in the 
simple beauty of unselfish lives,—in the sweet- 
ness of Woman... . 
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— Evil winds from the West are blowing over 
Horai; and the magical atmosphere, alas! 1s 
shrinking away before them. It lingers now in 
patches only, and bands, — like those long 
bright bands of cloud that trail across the land- 
scapes of Japanese painters. Under these shreds 
of the elfish vapour you still can find Horai— 
but not elsewhere. . . . Remember that Horai 
is also called Shinkird, which signifies Mirage, 
—the Vision of the Intangible. And the Vision 
is fading, — never again to appear save in 
pictures and poems and dreams. . . . 
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' I 
Wouzp that I could hope for the luck of that 


Chinese scholar known to Japanese literature 
as “Rosan’! For he was beloved by two spirit- 
maidens, celestial sisters, who every ten days 
came to visit him and to tell him stories about 
butterflies. Now there are marvellous Chinese 
stories about butterflies—ghostly stories; and I 
want to know them. But never shall I be able 
to read Chinese, nor even Japanese; and the 
little Japanese poetry that I manage, with ex- 
ceeding difficulty, to translate, contains so many 
allusions to Chinese stories of butterflies that 
I am tormented with the torment of Tantalus. 
... And, of course, no spirit-maidens will ever 
deign to visit so sceptical a person as myself. 

I want to know, for example, the whole story 
of that Chinese maiden whom the butterflies 
took to be a flower, and followed in multitude, 
—so fragrant and so fair was she. Also I should 
like to know something more concerning the 
butterflies of the Emperor Genso, or Ming 
Hwang, who made them choose his loves for 
him. . . . He used to hold wine-parties in his 
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amazing garden; and ladies of exceeding beauty 
were in attendance; and caged butterflies, set 
free among them, would fly to the fairest; and 
then, upon that fairest the Imperial favour was 
bestowed. But after Gensd K6tei had seen 
Yokihi (whom the Chinese call Yang-Kwei-Fe1), 
he would not suffer the butterflies to choose for 
him, — which was unlucky, as Yokihi got him 
into serious trouble. . . . Again, I should like 
to know more about the experience of that 
Chinese scholar, celebrated in Japan under the 
name of Sdshti, who dreamed that he was a 
butterfly, and had all the sensations of a butter- 
fly in that dream. For his spirit had really been 
wandering about in the shape of a butterfly; 
and, when he awoke, the memories and the 
feelings of butterfly existence remained so vivid 
in his mind that he could not act like a human 
being. . . . Finally I should like to know the 
text of a certain Chinese official recognition of 
sundry butterflies as the spirits of an Emperor 
and of his attendants... . 


Most of the Japanese literature about butter- 
flies, excepting some poetry, appears to be of 
Chinese origin; and even that old national 
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esthetic feeling on the subject, which found 
such delightful expression in Japanese art and 
song and custom, may have been first developed 
under Chinese teaching. Chinese precedent 
doubtless explains why Japanese poets and 
painters chose so often for their gezmyé, or pro- 
fessional appellations, such names as Chému 
(‘Butterfly-Dream’), Ichd (‘Solitary Butterfly’), 
etc. And even to this day such gezmyé as Cho- 
hana (‘Butterfly-Blossom’), Chokichi (‘Butterfly- 
Luck’), or Chonosuké (‘Butterfly-Help’), are 
affected by dancing-girls. Besides artistic names 
having reference to butterflies, there are still in 
use real personal names (yodina) of this kind, 
such as Koché, or Cho, meaning ‘Butterfly.’ 
They are borne by women only, as a rule,— 
though there are some strange exceptions... . 
And here I may mention that, in the province 
of Mutsu, there still exists the curious old cus- 
tom of calling the youngest daughter in a 
family Tekona,— which quaint word, obsolete 
elsewhere, signifies in Mutsu dialect a butterfly. 
In classic time this word signified also a beau- 
tiful woman.... 


It is possible also that some weird Japanese 
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beliefs about butterflies are of Chinese deriva- 
tion; but these beliefs might be older than 
China herself. The most interesting one, I 
think, is that the soul of a living person may 
wander about in the form of a butterfly. Some 
pretty fancies have been evolved out of this 
belief, — such as the notion that if a butterfly 
enters your guest-room and perches behind the 
bamboo screen, the person whom you most love 
is coming to see you. That a butterfly may be 
the spirit of somebody is not a reason for being 
afraid of it. Nevertheless there are times when > 
even butterflies can inspire fear by appearing 
in prodigious numbers; and Japanese history 
records such an event. When Taira-no-Masakado 
was secretly preparing for his famous revolt, 
there appeared in Kydto so vast a swarm of 
butterflies that the people were frightened, — 
thinking the apparition to be a portent of coming 
evil. . . . Perhaps those butterflies were supposed 
to be the spirits of the thousands doomed to 
perish in battle, and agitated on the eve of 
war by some mysterious premonition of death. 

However, in Japanese belief, a butterfly may 
be the soul of a dead person as well as of a 
living person. Indeed it is a custom of souls to 
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take butterfly-shape in order to announce ‘the 
fact of their final departure from the body; and 
for this reason any butterfly which enters a 
house ought to be kindly treated. 

To this belief, and to queer fancies connected 
with it, there are many allusions in popular 
drama. For example, there is a well-known 
play called Tondé-déru-Koché-no-Kanza-shi; or 
‘The Flying Hairpin of Koché.’ Koché is a 
beautiful person who kills herself because of 
false accusations and cruel treatment. Her 
would-be avenger long seeks in vain for the 
author of the wrong. But at last the dead wo- 
man’s hairpin turns into a butterfly, and serves 
as a guide to vengeance by hovering above the 
place where the villain is hiding. 


— Of course those big paper butterflies (0-chd 
and mé-cho) which figure at weddings must 
not be thought of as having any ghostly signi- 
fication. As emblems they only express the joy 
of loving union, and the hope that the newly 
married couple may pass through life together 
as a pair of butterflies flit lightly through some 
pleasant garden,— now hovering upward, now 
downward, but never widely separating. 
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II 


A small selection of hokku on butterflies will 
help to illustrate Japanese interest in the esthe- 
tic side of the subject. Some are pictures only, 
—tiny colour-sketches made with seventeen 
syllables; some are nothing more than pretty 
fancies, or graceful suggestions ;— but the reader 
will find variety. Probably he will not care much 
for the versesinthemselves. The taste for Japanese 
poetry of the epigrammatic sort is a taste that 
must be slowly acquired; and it is only by 
degrees, after patient study, that the possibilities 
of such composition can be fairly estimated. 
Hasty criticism has declared that to put forward 
any serious claim on behalf of seventeen- 
syllable poems ‘would be absurd.’ But what, 
then, of Crashaw’s famous line upon the 
miracle at the marriage feast in Cana? — 


Nympha pudica Deum vidit, et erubuit.* 


**The modest nymph beheld her God, and 
blushed.’ (Or, in a more familiar rendering: “The 
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Only fourteen syllables — and immortality. 
Now with seventeen Japanese syllables things 
quite as wonderful —indeed, much more won- 
derful — have been done, not once or twice, but 
probably a thousand times. . . . However, there 
is nothing wonderful in the following hokku, 
which have been selected for more than literary 
reasons : — 
Nugi-kakuru* 
Haori sugata no 
Kocho kana! 


[Like a haori being taken off —that is the 
shape of a butterfly! | 


modest water saw its God and blushed.’) In this 
line the double value of the word nympha — used 
by classical poets both in the meaning of fountain 
and in that of the divinity of a fountain, or spring 
— reminds one of that graceful playing with words 
which Japanese poets practise. 

*More usually written nugi-kakéru, which 
means either ‘to take off and hang up,’ or ‘to 
begin to take off,’—as in the above poem. More 
loosely, but more effectively, the verses might thus 
be rendered: ‘Like a woman slipping off her 
haori — that is the appearance of a butterfly.’ One 
must have seen the Japanese garment described, to 
appreciate the Bis pies The haori is a silk 
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Torisashi no 
Sao no jama suru, 
Kocho kana! 


[Ah, the butterfly keeps getting in the way 
of the bird-catcher’s pole!* | 


Tsurigané ni 
Tomarité nemuru 


Kocho kana! 


[Perched upon the temple-bell, the butterfly 
sleeps: | 


upper-dress,—a kind of sleeved cloak, — worn by 
both sexes; but the poem suggests a woman’s 
haort, which is usually of richer colour or material. 
The sleeves are wide; and the lining is usually 
of brightly-coloured silk, often beautifully vari- 
egated. In taking off the haori, the brilliant lining 
is displayed, — and at such an instant the fluttering 
splendour might well be likened to the appearance 
of a butterfly in motion. 

* The bird-catcher’s pole is smeared with bird- 
lime; and the verses suggest that the insect is pre- 
venting the man from using his pole, by persistent- 
ly getting in the way of it,—as the birds might 
take warning from seeing the butterfly limed. 
Jama suru means ‘to hinder’ or ‘prevent.’ 
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Néru-uchi mo 
Asobu-yumé wo ya — 
Kusa no chd! 
[Even while sleeping, its dream is of play— 
ah, the butterfly of the grass!* | 


Oki, oki yo! 
Waga tomo ni sen, 
Néru-kocho ! 


[Wake up! wake up! —I will make thee my 
comrade, thou sleeping butterfly.t | 


Kago no tori 
Ch6é wo urayamu 
Metsuki kana! 


[Ah, the sad expression in the eyes of that 
caged bird! —envying the butterfly! | 


Cho tondé — 
Kazé naki hi to mo 
Miezari ki! 


*Even while it is resting, the wings of the 
butterfly may be seen to quiver at moments, —as 
if the creature were dreaming of flight. 

+ A little poem by Basho, greatest of all Japanese 
composers of hokku. The verses are intended to 
suggest the joyous feeling of spring-time. 
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[Even though it did not appear to be a windy 
day,* the fluttering of the butterflies !] 
Rakkwa éda ni 
Kaéru to miréba— 
Kocho kana! 
[When I saw the fallen flower return to the 
branch —lo! it was only a butterfly!+| 


Chiru-hana ni— 
Karusa arasoui 


Koché kana! 


[How the butterfly strives to compete in 
lightness with the falling flowers! | 


* Literally, ‘a windless day’; but two negatives 
in Japanese poetry do not necessarily imply an 
affirmative, as in English. The meaning is, that 
although there is no wind, the fluttering motion 
of the butterflies suggests, to the eyes at least, that 
a strong breeze is playing. 

tAlluding to the Buddhist proverb: Rakkwa 
éda ni kaérazu; ha-ky6 futatabi terasazu (‘The 
fallen flower returns not to the branch; the broken 
mirror never again reflects.”) So says the proverb 
— yet it seemed to me that I saw a fallen flower 
return to the branch. . . . No: it was only a 
butterfly. 

t Alluding probably to the light fluttering motion 
of falling cherry-petals. 
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Chécho ya! 
Onna no michi no 
Ato ya saki! 
[See that butterfly on the woman’s path,— 
now fluttering behind her, now before! | 
Chécho ya! 
Hana-nusubito wo 
Tsukété-yuku! 
[Ha! the butterfly —1t 1s following the person 
who stole the flowers! | 
Aki no cho 
Tomo nakéréba ya; 
Hito ni tsuku. 
[Poor autumn butterfly! —when left without 
a comrade (of its own race), it follows after 
man (or ‘a person’)! | 
Owarété mo, 


Isoganu furi no 
Chocho kana! 


[Ah, the butterfly! Even when chased, tt 
never has the air of being in a hurry.| 


Ch6 wa mina 
Jiu-shichi-hachi no 
Sugata kana! 
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[As for butterflies, they all have the appear- 


ance of being about seventeen or eighteen years 


old.* | 
Cho tobu ya— 


Kono yo no urami 
Naki yo ni! 
[How the butterfly sports,—just as if there 
were no enmity (or ‘envy’) in this world! | 


Cho tobu ya 
Kono yo ni nozomi 
Nai yo ni! 
[Ah, the butterfly! —it sports about as if it 
had nothing more to desire in this present state 
of existence. | 


Nami no hana ni 
Tomari kanétaru, 
Koché kana! 


*That is to say, the grace of their motion 
makes one think of the grace of young girls, 
daintily costumed, in robes with long fluttering 
sleeves. . . . An old Japanese proverb declares that 
even a devil is pretty at eighteen: Oni mo jiu- 
hacht azami no hana: ‘Even a devil at eighteen, 
flower-of-the-thistle.’ 
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[Having found it difficult indeed to perch 


upon the (foam-) blossoms of the waves,—alas 
for the butterfly! | 


Mutsumashi ya! — 
Umaré-kawaraba 
Nobé no cho.* 


[If (in our next existence) we be born into the 
state of butterflies upon the moor, then per- 
chance we may be happy together! | 


Nadéshiko ni 
Chécho shiroshi— 
Taré no kon?t 


[On the pink-flower there is a white butterfly: 
whose spirit, I wonder? | 


Ichi-nichi no 
Tsuma to miékéri— 
Cho futatsu. 


* Or perhaps the verses might be more effectively 
rendered thus: ‘Happy together, do you say? 
Yes —if we should be reborn as field-butterflies in 
some future life: then we might accord!’ This poem 
was composed by the celebrated poet Issa, on the 
occasion of divorcing his wife. 

+ Or, Taré no tama? 
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[The one-day wife has at last appeared—a 
par of butterflies! | 


Kité wa maii, 
Futari shidzuka no 
Koché kana! 


[Approaching they dance; but when the two 
meet at last they are very quiet, the butterflies! | 


Ché wo ou 
Kokoro-mochitashi 
Itsumadémo ! 


[Would that I might always have the heart 
desire) of chasing butterflies|* | 
& 


* 


Besides these specimens of poetry about 
butterflies, I have one queer example to offer of 
Japanese prose literature on the same topic. 


* Literally, ‘Butterfly-pursuing heart I wish to 
have always’;—z.e., I would that I might always 
be able to find pleasure in simple things, like a 
happy child. 
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The original, of which I have attempted only 
a free translation, can be found in the curious 
old book Mushi-Isamé (‘Insect-Admonitions’); 
and it assumes the form of a discourse to a 
butterfly. But it is really a didactic allegory, — 
suggesting the moral significance of a social 
rise and fall : — 

‘Now, under the sun of spring, the winds 
are gentle, and flowers pinkly bloom, and 
grasses are soft, and the hearts of people are 
glad. Butterflies everywhere flutter joyously: 
so many persons now compose Chinese verses 
and Japanese verses about butterflies. 

‘And this season, O Butterfly, is indeed the 
season of your bright prosperity: so comely 
you now are that in the whole world there is 
nothing more comely. For that reason all other 
insects admire and envy you; — there is not 
among them even one that does not envy you. 
Nor do insects alone regard you with envy: 
men also both envy and admire you. Sdshii of 
China, in a dream, assumed your shape; — 
Sakoku of Japan, after dying, took your form, 
and therein made ghostly apparition. Nor is 
the envy that you inspire shared only by insects 
and mankind : even things without soul change 
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their form into yours; — witness the barley- 
grass, which turns into a butterfly.* 

‘And therefore you are lifted up with pride, 
and think to yourself : “In all this world there 
is nothing superior to me!’’ Ah! I can very 
well guess what is in your heart: you are too 
much satisfied with your own person. That is 
why you let yourself be blown thus lightly 
about by every wind; —that is why you never 
remain still, — always, always thinking: “In 
the whole world there is no one so fortunate 
pied Bee 

‘But now try to think a little about your own 
personal history. It is worth recalling; for there 
is a vulgar side to it. How a vulgar side? Well, 
for a considerable time after you were born, you 
had no such reason for rejoicing in your form. 
You were then a mere cabbage-insect, a hairy 
worm; and you were so poor that you could 
not afford even one robe to cover your naked- 
ness; and your appearance was altogether dis- 
gusting. Everybody in those days hated the 
sight of you. Indeed you had good reason to 
be ashamed of yourself; and so ashamed you 

*An old popular error, — probably imported 
from China. 
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were that you collected old twigs and rubbish 
to hide in, and you made a hiding-nest, and 
hung it to a branch, —and then everybody cried 
out at you, “Raincoat Insect!’ (Mino-mushi.)* 
And during that period of your life, your sins 
were grievous. Among the tender green leaves 
of beautiful cherry-trees you and your fellows 
assembled, and there made ugliness extra- 
ordinary; and the expectant eyes of the people, 
who came from far away to admire the beauty 
of those cherry-trees, were hurt by the sight 
of you. And of things even more hateful than 
this you were guilty. You knew that poor, poor 
men and women had been cultivating dazkon 
in their fields, —toiling and toiling under the 
hot sun till their hearts were filled with bitter- 
ness by reason of having to care for the daikon; 
and you persuaded your companions to go with 
you, and to gather upon the leaves of that 


* A name suggested by the resemblance of the 
larva’s artificial covering to the mino, or straw- 
raincoat, worn by Japanese peasants. I am not sure 
whether the dictionary rendering, ‘basket-worm,’ 
is quite correct; —but the larva commonly called 
minomushi does really construct for itself some- 
thing much like the covering of the basket-worm. 
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daikon, and on the leaves of other vegetables 
planted by those poor people. Out of your 
greediness you ravaged those leaves, and gnaw- 
ed them into all shapes of ugliness,—caring 
nothing for the trouble of those poor folk... . 
Yes, such a creature you were, and such were 
your doings. 

‘And now that you have a comely form, you 
despise your old comrades, the insects; and, 
whenever you happen to meet any of them, you 
pretend not to know them [literally, “You 
make an J-don’t-know face’’]. Now you want 
to have none but wealthy and exalted people 
for friends. ... Ah! you have forgotten the old 
times, have you? 

‘It is true that many people have forgotten 
your past, and are charmed by the sight of your 
present graceful shape and white wings, and 
write Chinese verses and Japanese verses about 
you. The high-born damsel, who could not 
bear even to look at you in your former shape, 
now gazes at you with delight, and wants you 
to perch upon her hairpin, and holds out her 
dainty fan in the hope that you will light upon 
it. But this reminds me that there is an ancient 
Chinese story about you, which is not pretty. 
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‘In the time of the Emperor Genso, the 
Imperial Palace contained hundreds and thou- 
sands of beautiful ladies,—so many, indeed, 
that it would have been difficult for any man 
to decide which among them was the loveliest. 
So all of those beautiful persons were assem- 
bled together in one place; and you were set 
free to fly among them; and it was decreed that 
the damsel upon whose hairpin you perched 
should be augustly summoned to the Imperial 
Chamber. In that time there could not be more 
than one Empress — which was a good law; but, 
because of you, the Emperor Genso did great 
mischief in the land. For your mind is light 
and frivolous; and although among so many 
beautiful women there must have been some 
persons of pure heart, you would look for no- 
thing but beauty, and so betook yourself to the 
person most beautiful in outward appearance. 
Therefore many of the female attendants ceased 
altogether to think about the right way of wo- 
men, and began to study how to make them- 
selves appear splendid in the eyes of men. And 
the end of it was that the Emperor Genso died 
a pitiful and painful death—all because of your 
light and trifling mind. Indeed, your real char- 
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acter can easily be seen from your conduct in 
other matters. There are trees, for example,— 
such as the evergreen-oak and the pine, — whose 
leaves do not fade and fall, but remain always 
green;— these are trees of firm heart, trees of 
solid character. But you say that they are stiff 
and formal; and you hate the sight of them, 
and never pay them a visit. Only to the cherry- 
tree, and the kazdo,* and the peony, and the 
yellow rose you go: those you like because they 
have showy flowers, and you try only to please 
them. Such conduct, let me assure you, 1s very 
unbecoming. Those hunger-satisfying fruits 
they have not; and they are grateful to those 
only who are fond of luxury and show. And 
that is just the reason why they are pleased by 
your fluttering wings and delicate shape; — 
that is why they are kind to you. 

‘Now, in this spring season, while you 
sportively dance through the gardens of the 
wealthy, or hover among the beautiful alleys of 
cherry-trees in blossom, you say to yourself : 
“Nobody in the world has such pleasure as I, 
or such excellent friends. And, in spite of all 
that people may say, I most love the peony, — 

* Pyrus spectabilis, 
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and the golden yellow rose is my own darling, 
and I will obey her every least behest; for that 
is my pride and my delight.” . . . So you say. 
But the opulent and elegant season of flowers 
is very short: soon they will fade and fall. 
Then, in the time of summer heat, there will 
be green leaves only; and presently the winds 
of autumn will blow, when even the leaves 
themselves will shower down like rain, parari- 
parari. And your fate will then be as the fate of 
the unlucky in the proverb, Tanomz ki no shita 
ni amé furu |Even through the tree on which 
I relied for shelter the rain leaks down]. For 
you will seek out your old friend, the root- 
cutting insect, the grub, and beg him to let you 
return into your old-time hole; — but now 
having wings, you will not be able to enter the 
hole because of them, and you will not be able 
to shelter your body anywhere between heaven 
and earth, and all the moor-grass will then 
have withered, and you will not have even one 
drop of dew with which to moisten your tongue, 
—and there will be nothing left for you to do 
but to lie down and die. All because of your 
light and frivolous heart — but, ah! how 
lamentable an end!’... 
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III 


Most of the Japanese stories about butterflies 
appear, as I have said, to be of Chinese origin. 
But I have one which is probably indigenous; 
and it seems to me worth telling for the benefit 
of persons who believe that there is no ‘romantic 
love’ in the Far East. 


Behind the cemetery of the temple of Sdzanji, 
in the suburbs of the capital, there long stood 
a solitary cottage, occupied by an old man 
named Takahama. He was liked in the neigh- 
bourhood, by reason of his amiable ways; but 
almost everybody supposed him to be a little 
mad. Unless a man take the Buddhist vows, he 
is expected to marry, and to bring up a family. 
But Takahama did not belong to the religious 
life; and he could not be persuaded to marry. 
Neither had he ever been. known to enter into 
a love-relation with any woman. For more than 
fifty years he had lived entirely alone. 

One summer he fell sick, and knew that he 
had not long to live. He then sent for his sister- 
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in-law, a widow, and for her only son,—a lad 
of about twenty years old, to whom he was 
much attached. Both promptly came, and did 
whatever they could to soothe the old man’s 
last hours. 

One sultry afternoon, while the widow and 
her son were watching at his bedside, Taka- 
hama fell asleep. At the same moment a very 
large white butterfly entered the room, and 
perched upon the sick man’s pillow. The 
nephew drove it away with a fan; but it re- 
turned immediately to the pillow, and was 
again driven away, only to come back a third 
time. Then the nephew chased it into the gar- 
den, and across the garden, through an open 
gate, into the cemetery of the neighbouring 
temple. But it continued to flutter before him 
as if unwilling to be driven further, and acted 
so queerly that he began to wonder whether it 
was really a butterfly, or a ma.* He again 
chased it, and followed it far into the cemetery, 
until he saw it fly against a tomb, —a woman’s 
tomb. There it unaccountably disappeared; and 
he searched for it in vain. He then examined 
the monument. It bore the personal name 

* An evil spirit. 
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‘Akiko,’ together with an unfamiliar family 
name, and an inscription stating that Akiko 
had died at the age of eighteen. Apparently 
the tomb had been erected about fifty years pre- 
viously: moss had began to gather upon it. 
But it had been well cared for: there were 
fresh flowers before it; and the water-tank had 
recently been filled. 

On returning to the sick room, the young 
man was shocked by the announcement that 
his uncle had ceased to breathe. Death had 
come to the sleeper painlessly; and the dead 
face smiled. 

The young man told his mother of what he 
had seen in the cemetery. 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed the widow, ‘then it must 
have been Akiko!’ .. 

‘But who was Akiko, mother?’ the nephew 
asked. 

The widow answered : — 

‘When your good uncle was young he was 
betrothed to a charming girl called Akiko, the | 
daughter of a neighbour. Akiko died of con- 
sumption, only a little before the day appoint- 
ed for the wedding; and her promised husband 
sorrowed greatly. After Akiko had been buried, 
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he made a vow never to marry; and he built 
this little house beside the cemetery, so that 
he might be always near her grave. All this 
happened more than fifty years ago. And every 
day of those fifty years —winter and summer 
alike—your uncle went to the cemetery, and 
prayed at the grave, and swept the tomb, and 
set offerings before it. But he did not like to 
have any mention made of the matter; and he 
never spoke of it... . So, at last, Akiko came 
for him: the white butterfly was her soul.’ 
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IV 


I had almost forgotten to mention an ancient 
Japanese dance, called the Butterfly Dance 
(Kocho-Mai), which used to be performed in 
the Imperial Palace, by dancers costumed as 
butterflies. Whether it is danced occasionally 
nowadays I do not know. It is said to be very 
difficult to learn. Six dancers are required for 
the proper performance of it; and they must 
move in particular figures, —obeying traditional 
rules for every step, pose, or gesture, — and 
circling about each other very slowly to the 
sound of hand-drums and great drums, small 
flutes and great flutes, and pandean pipes of a 
form unknown to Western Pan. 
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Witu a view to self-protection I have been read- 
ing Dr. Howard’s book, ‘Mosquitoes.’ I am 
persecuted by mosquitoes. There are several 
species in my neighbourhood; but only one of 
them is a2 serious torment, —a tiny needly thing, 
all silver-speckled and silver-streaked. The punc- 
ture of it is sharp as an electric burn; and the 
mere hum of it has a lancinating quality of tone 
which foretells the quality of the pain about to 
come, —much in the same way that a particular 
smell suggests a particular taste. I find that this 
mosquito much resembles the creature which 
Dr. Howard calls Stegomyia fasciata, or Culex 
fasciatus: and that its habits are the same as those 
of the Stegomyia. For example, it is diurnal 
rather than nocturnal, and becomes most trouble- 
some during the afternoon. And I have discover- 
ed that it comes from the Buddhist cemetery, — 
a very old cemetery, —in the rear of my garden. 


Dr. Howard’s book declares that, in order to 
rid a neighbourhood of mosquitoes, it is only 
necessary to pour a little petroleum, or kerosene 
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oil, into the stagnant water where they breed. 
Once a week the oil should be used, “at the rate 
of one ounce for every fifteen square feet of 
water surface, and a proportionate quantity for 
any less surface.’ . . . But please to consider the 
conditions of my neighbourhood. 

I have said that my tormentors come from the 
Buddhist cemetery. Before nearly every tomb in 
that old cemetery there is a water-receptacle, or 
cistern, called mizutamé. In the majority of 
cases this mizutamé is simply an oblong cavity 
chiselled in the broad pedestal supporting the 
monument; but before tombs of a costly kind, 
having no pedestal-tank, a larger separate tank 
is placed, cut out of a single block of stone, and 
decorated with a family crest, or with symbolic 
carvings. In front of a tomb of the humblest 
class, having no mizutamé, water is placed in 
cups or other vessels,— for the dead must have 
water. Flowers also must be offered to them; 
and before every tomb you will find a pair of 
bamboo cups, or other flower-vessels; and these, 
of course, contain water. There is a well in the 
cemetery to supply water for the graves. When- 
ever the tombs are visited by relatives and 
friends of the dead, fresh water is poured into 
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the tanks and cups. But as an old cemetery of 
this kind contains thousands of mizutamé, and 
tens of thousands of flower-vessels, the water in 
all of these cannot be renewed every day. It be- 
comes stagnant and populous. The deeper tanks 
seldom get dry;—the rainfall at Tokyo being 
heavy enough to keep them partly filled during 
nine months out of the twelve. 

Well, it is in these tanks and flower-vessels 
that mine enemies are born: they rise by 
millions from the water of the dead; — and, 
according to the Buddhist doctrine, some of them 
may be reincarnations of those very dead, con- 
demned by the error of former lives to the con- 
dition of Jtki-ketsu-gaki, or blood-drinking 
pretas. . . . Anyhow, the malevolence of the 
Culex fasciatus would justify the suspicion that 
some wicked human soul had been compressed 


into that wailing speck of a body... . 


Now, to return to the subject of kerosene-oil, 

- you can exterminate the mosquitoes of any 

locality by covering with a film of kerosene all 

stagnant water surfaces therein. The lave die 

on rising to breathe; and the adult females 

perish when they approach the water to launch 
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their rafts of eggs. And I read, in Dr. Howard’s 
book, that the actual cost of freeing from mos- 
quitoes one American town of fifty thousand 


inhabitants, does not exceed three hundred 
dollars!erey. 


I wonder what would be said if the city- 
government of Tokyo—which is aggressively 
scientific and progressive—were suddenly to 
command that all water-surfaces in the Budd- 
hist cemeteries should be covered, at regular 
intervals, with a film of kerosene oil! How 
could the religion which prohibits the taking 
of any life—even of invisible life—yield to 
such a mandate? Would filial piety even dream 
of consenting to obey such an order? And then 
to think of the cost, in labour and time, of 
putting kerosene oil, every seven days, into the 
millions of mizutamé, and the tens of millions 
of bamboo flower-cups, in the Toky6 grave- 
yards! . . . Impossible! To free the city from 
mosquitoes it would be necessary to demolish 
the ancient graveyards;—and that would sig- 
nify the ruin of the Buddhist temples attached 
to them; —and that would mean the disparition 
of so many charming gardens, with their lotus- 
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ponds and Sanscrit-lettered monuments and 
humpy bridges and holy groves and weirdly- 
smiling Buddhas! So the extermination of the 
Culex fasciatus would involve the destruction of 
the poetry of the ancestral cult,—surely too 
great a price to pay!... 


Besides, I should like, when my time comes, 
to be laid away in some Buddhist graveyard of 
the ancient kind, —so that my ghostly company 
should be ancient, caring nothing for the 
fashions and the changes and the disintegrations 
of Meiji. That old cemetery behind my garden 
would be a suitable place. Everything there is 
beautiful with a beauty of exceeding and start- 
ling queerness; each tree and stone has been 
shaped by some old, old ideal which no longer 
exists in any living brain; even the shadows are 
not of this time and sun, but of a world for- 
gotten, that never knew steam or electricity or 
magnetism or —kerosene oil! Also in the boom 
of the big bell there is a quaintness of tone 
which wakens feelings, so strangely far-away 
from all the nineteenth-century part of me, that 
the faint blind stirrings of them make me afraid, 
— deliciously afraid. Never do I hear that billow- 

189 


MOSQUITOES 

ing peal but I become aware of a striving and a 
fluttering in the abyssal part of my ghost, —a 
sensation as of memories struggling to reach the 
light beyond the obscurations of a million mil- 
lion deaths and births. I hope to remain within 
hearing of that bell. . . . And, considering the 
possibility of being doomed to the state of a 
Itki-ketsu-gaki, I want to have my chance of 
being reborn in some bamboo flower-cup, or 
mizutamé, whence I might issue softly, singing 
my thin and pungent song, to bite some people 
that I know. 
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I 


Tuts morning sky, after the night’s tempest, 
is a pure and dazzling blue. The air — the 
delicious air! —is full of sweet resinous odours, 
shed from the countless pine-boughs broken 
and strewn by the gale. In the neighbouring 
bamboo-grove I hear the flute-call of the bird 
that praises the Sutra of the Lotos; and the land 
is very still by reason of the south wind. Now 
the summer, long delayed, is truly with us: 
butterflies of queer Japanese colours are flicker- 
ing about; semi are wheezing; wasps are 
humming; gnats are dancing in the sun; and 
the ants are busy repairing their damaged habi- 
tations. .. . I bethink me of a Japanese poem : — 


Yuku é naki: 
Ari no sumai ya! 
Go-getsu amé. 


[Now the poor creature has nowhere to go! 
... Alas for the dwellings of the ants in this 
rain of the fifth month! | 
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But those big black ants in my garden do 
not seem to need any sympathy. They have 
weathered the storm in some unimaginable 
way, while great trees were being uprooted, 
and houses blown to fragments, and roads 
washed out of existence. Yet, before the ty- 
phoon, they took no other visible precaution 
than to block up the gates of their subterranean 
town. And the spectacle of their triumphant 
toil to-day impels me to attempt an essay on 
A Ots) ee 

I should have liked to preface my disquisi- 
tions with something from the old Japanese 
literature, — something emotional or meta- 
physical. But all that my Japanese friends were 
able to find for me on the subject, —excepting 
some verses of little worth, — was Chinese. 
This Chinese material consisted chiefly of 
strange stories; and one of them seems to me 
worth quoting, —faute de mieux. 


a 


In the province of Taishi, in China, there 
was a pious man who, every day, during many 
years, fervently worshipped a certain goddess. 

194 


ANTS 
One morning, while he was engaged in his de- 
votions, a beautiful woman, wearing a yellow 
robe, came into his chamber and stood before 
him. He, greatly surprised, asked her what she 
wanted, and why she had entered unannounced. 
She answered: ‘I am not a woman: I am the 
goddess whom you have so long and so faith- 
fully worshipped; and I have now come to 
prove to you that your devotion has not been 
in vain. ... Are you acquainted with the lan- 
guage of the Ants?’ The worshipper replied: 
‘Iam only a low-born and ignorant person, — not 
a scholar; and even of the language of superior 
men I know nothing.’ At these words the god- 
dess smiled, and drew from her bosom a little 
box, shaped like an incense box. She opened 
the box, and dipped a finger into it, and took 
therefrom some kind of ointment with which 
she anointed the ears of the man. ‘Now,’ she 
said to him, ‘try to find some Ants, and when 
you find any, stoop down, and listen carefully 
to their talk. You will be able to understand 
it; and you will hear of something to your 
advantage. . . . Only remember that you must 
not frighten or vex the Ants.’ Then the goddess 
vanished away. 
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The man immediately went out to look for 
some Ants. He had scarcely crossed the thre- 
shold of his door when he perceived two Ants 
upon a stone supporting one of the house- 
pillars. He stooped over them, and listened; and 
he was astonished to find that he could hear 
them talking, and could understand what they 
said. “Let us try to find a warmer place,’ pro- 
posed one of the Ants. “Why a warmer place?’ 
asked the other; — ‘what is the matter with 
this place?’ ‘It is too damp and cold below,’ 
said the first Ant; ‘there is a big treasure buried 
here; and the sunshine cannot warm the ground 
about it.’ Then the two Ants went away to- 
gether, and the listener ran for a spade. 

By digging in the neighbourhood of the 
pillar, he soon found a number of large jars 
full of gold coin. The discovery of this treasure 
made him a very rich man. 

Afterwards he often tried to listen to the con- 
versation of Ants. But he was never again able 
to hear them speak. The ointment of the god- 
dess had opened his ears to their mysterious 
language for only a single day. 


* 
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Now I, like that Chinese devotee, must con- 
fess myself a very ignorant person, and natur- 
ally unable to hear the conversation of the Ants. 
But the Fairy of Science sometimes touches my 
ears and eyes with her wand; and then, for a 
little time, I am able to hear things inaudible, 
and to perceive things imperceptible. 
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II 


For the same reason that it is considered 
wicked, in sundry circles, to speak of a non- 
Christian people having produced a civilization 
ethically superior to our own, certain persons 
will not be pleased by what I am going to say 
about ants. But there are men, incomparably 
wiser than I can ever hope to be, who think 
about insects and civilizations independently of 
the blessings of Christianity; and I find en- 
couragement in the new Cambridge Natural 
History, which contains the following remarks 
by Professor David Sharp, concerning ants : — 


‘Observation has revealed the most remark- 
able phenomena in the lives of these insects. 
Indeed we can scarcely avoid the conclusion 
that they have acquired, in many respects, the 
art of living together in societies more perfectly 
than our own species has; and that they have 
anticipated us in the acquisition of some of the 
industries and arts that greatly facilitate social 
life.’ 
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I suppose that few well-informed persons will 
dispute this plain statement by a trained special- 
ist. The contemporary man of science is not apt 
to become sentimental about ants or bees; but 
he will not hesitate to acknowledge that, in re- 
gard to social evolution, these insects appear to 
have advanced ‘beyond man.’ Mr. Herbert 
Spencer, whom nobody will charge with ro- 
mantic tendencies, goes considerably further 
than Professor Sharp; showing us that ants are, 
in a very real sense, ethically as well as economi- 
cally in advance of humanity, —their lives be- 
ing entirely devoted to altruistic ends. Indeed, 
Professor Sharp somewhat needlessly qualifies 
his praise of the ant with this cautious observa- 
tion: — 


“The competence of the ant is not like that 
of man. It is devoted to the welfare of the 
species rather than to that of the individual, 
which is, as it were, sacrificed or specialized 
for the benefit of the community.’ 


— The obvious implication, — that any social 

state, in which the improvement of the indi- 

vidual is sacrificed to the common welfare, 
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leaves much to be desired, —is probably correct, 
from the actual human standpoint. For man is 
yet imperfectly evolved; and human society has 
much to gain from his further individuation. 
But in regard to social insects the implied criti- 
cism is open to question. “The improvement of 
the individual,’ says Herbert Spencer, ‘consists 
in the better fitting of him for social codpera- 
tion; and this, being conducive to social pros- 
perity, is conducive to the maintenance of the 
race.’ In other words, the value of the indi- 
vidual can be only in relation to the society; and 
this granted, whether the sacrifice of the indi- 
vidual for the sake of that society be good or 
evil must depend upon what the society might 
gain or lose through a further individuation of 
its members. . . . But, as we shall presently see, 
the conditions of ant-society that most deserve 
our attention are the ethical conditions; and 
these are beyond human criticism, since they 
realize that ideal of moral evolution described 
by Mr. Spencer as ‘a state in which egoism and 
altruism are so conciliated that the one merges 
into the other.’ That is to say, a state in which 
the only possible pleasure is the pleasure of un- 
selfish action. Or, again to quote Mr. Spencer, 
200 


ANTS 


the activities of the insect-society are ‘activities 
which postpone individual well-being so com- 
pletely to the well-being of the community that 
individual life appears to be attended to only 
just so far as is necessary to make possible due 
attention to social life, . . . the individual taking 
only just such food and just such rest as are 
needful to maintain its vigour.’ 
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Ill 


I hope my reader is aware that ants practise 
horticulture and agriculture; that they are skil- 
ful in the cultivation of mushrooms; that they 
have domesticated (according to present know- 
ledge) five hundred and eighty-four different 
kinds of animals; that they make tunnels 
through solid rock; that they know how to pro- 
vide against atmospheric changes which might 
endanger the health of their children; and that, 
for insects, their longevity is exceptional, — 
members of the more highly evolved species 
living for a considerable number of years. 

But it is not especially of these matters that 
I wish to speak. What I want to talk about is - 
the awful propriety, the terrible morality, of 
the ant.* Our most appalling ideals of conduct 


* An interesting fact in this connection is that 
the Japanese word for ant, ari, is represented by 
an ideograph formed of the character for ‘insect’ 
combined with the character signifying ‘moral 
rectitude,’ ‘propriety’ (giri). So the Chinese char- 
acter actually means “The Propriety-Insect.’ 
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fall short of the ethics of the ant, —as progress 
is reckoned in time, — by nothing less than 
millions of years! ... When I say ‘the ant,’ I 
mean the highest type of ant,—not, of course, 
the entire ant-family. About two thousand 
species of ants are already known; and these 
exhibit, in their social organizations, widely 
varying degrees of evolution. Certain social 
phenomena of the greatest biological import- 
ance, and of no less importance in their strange 
relation to the subject of ethics, can be studied 
to advantage only in the existence of the most 
highly evolved societies of ants. 


After all that has been written of late years 
about the probable value of relative experience 
in the long life of the ant, I suppose that few 
persons would venture to deny individual char- 
acter to the ant. The intelligence of the little 
creature in meeting and overcoming difficulties 
of a totally new kind, and in adapting itself to 
conditions entirely foreign to its experience, 
proves a considerable power of independent 
thinking. But this at least is certain: that the 
ant has no individuality capable of being exer- 
cised in a purely selfish direction;—I am using 
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the word ‘selfish’ in its ordinary acceptation. A 
greedy ant, a sensual ant, an ant capable of any 
one of the seven deadly sins, or even of a small 
venial sin, is unimaginable. Equally unimagin- 
able, of course, a romantic ant, an ideological 
ant, a poetical ant, or an ant inclined to meta- 
physical speculations. No human mind could 
attain to the absolute matter-of-fact quality of 
the ant-mind;—no human being, as now con- 
stituted, could cultivate a mental habit so im- 
peccably practical as that of the ant. But this 
superlatively practical mind is incapable of 
moral error. It would be difficult, perhaps, to 
prove that the ant has no religious ideas. But 
it is certain that such ideas could not be of any 
use to it. The being incapable of moral weak- 
ness is beyond the need of ‘spiritual guidance.’ 


Only in a vague way can we conceive the 
character of ant-society, and the nature of ant- 
morality; and to do even this we must try 
to imagine some yet impossible state of hu- 
man society and human morals. Let us, then, 
imagine a world full of people incessantly and 
furiously working,—all of whom seem to be 
women. No one of these women could be per- 
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suaded or deluded into taking a single atom 
of food more than is needful to maintain her 
strength; and no one of them ever sleeps a 
second longer than is necessary to keep her 
nervous system in good working-order. And all 
of them are so peculiarly constituted that the 
least unnecessary indulgence would: result in 
some derangement of function. 

The work daily performed by these female 
labourers comprises road-making, bridge-build- 
ing, timber-cutting, architectural construction 
of numberless kinds, horticulture and agricul- 
ture, the feeding and sheltering of a hundred 
varieties of domestic animals, the manufacture 
of sundry chemical products, the storage and 
conservation of countless food-stuffs, and the 
care of the children of the race. All this labour 
is done for the commonwealth—no citizen of 
which is capable even of thinking about ‘pro- 
perty,’ except as a res publica; —and the sole 
object of the commonwealth is the nurture and 
training of its young, —nearly all of whom are 
girls. The period of infancy is long: the child- 
ren remain for a great while, not only helpless, 
but shapeless, and withal so delicate that they 
must be very carefully guarded against the least 
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change of temperature. Fortunately their nurses 


understand the laws of health : each thoroughly 
knows all that she ought to know in regard to 
ventilation, disinfection, drainage, moisture, 
and the danger of germs, — germs being as 
visible, perhaps, to her myopic sight as they 
become to our own eyes under the microscope. 
Indeed, all matters of hygiene are so well com- 
prehended that no nurse ever makes a mistake 
about the sanitary conditions of her neighbour- 
hood. 

In spite of this perpetual labour no worker 
remains unkempt: each is scrupulously neat, 
making her toilet many times a day. But as 
every worker is born with the most beautiful 
of combs and brushes attached to her wrists, no 
time is wasted in the toilet-room. Besides keep- 
ing themselves strictly clean, the workers must 
also keep their houses and gardens in faultless 
order, for the sake of the children. Nothing less 
than an earthquake, an eruption, an inunda- 
tion, or a desperate war, is allowed to interrupt 
the daily routine of dusting, sweeping, scrub- 
bing, and disinfecting. 
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Now for stranger facts: — 


This world of incessant toil is a more than 
Vestal world. It is true that males can some- 
times be perceived in it; but they appear only 
at particular seasons, and they have nothing 
whatever to do with the workers or with the 
work. None of them would presume to address 
a worker, — except, perhaps, under extraordinary 
circumstances of common peril. And no work- 
er would think of talking to a male; — for 
males, in this queer world, are inferior beings, 
equally incapable of fighting or working, and 
tolerated only as necessary evils. One special 
class of females, — the Mothers-Elect of the 
race,—do condescend to consort with males, 
during a very brief period, at particular seasons. 
But the Mothers-Elect do not work; and they 
must accept husbands. A worker could not even 
dream of keeping company with a male, — not 
merely because such association would signify 
the most frivolous waste of time, nor yet be- 

207 


ANTS 


cause the worker necessarily regards all males 
with unspeakable contempt; but because the 
worker is incapable of wedlock. Some workers, 
indeed, are capable of parthenogenesis, and 
give birth to children who never had fathers. 
Asa general rule, however, the worker is truly 
feminine by her moral instincts only: she has 
all the tenderness, the patience, and the fore- 
sight that we call ‘maternal’; but her sex has 
disappeared, like the sex of the Dragon-Maiden 
in the Buddhist legend. 

For defence against creatures of prey, or 
enemies of the state, the workers are provided 
with weapons; and they are furthermore pro- 
tected by a large military force. The warriors 
are so much bigger than the workers (in some 
communities, at least) that it is difficult, at first 
sight, to believe them of the same race. Soldiers 
one hundred times larger than the workers 
whom they guard are not uncommon. But all 
these soldiers are Amazons, —or, more correct- 
ly speaking, semi-females. They can work 
sturdily; but being built for fighting and for 
heavy pulling chiefly, their usefulness is re- 
stricted to those directions in which force, 
rather than skill, is required. 
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[Why females, rather than males, should 
have been evolutionally specialized into soldiery 
and labourers may not be nearly so simple a 
question as it appears. I am very sure of not 
being able to answer it. But natural economy 
may have decided the matter. In many forms 
of life, the female greatly exceeds the male in 
bulk and energy;—perhaps, in this case, the 
larger reserve of life-force possessed originally 
by the complete female could be more rapidly 
and effectually utilized for the development of 
a special fighting-caste. All energies which, in 
the fertile female, would be expended in the 
giving of life seem here to have been diverted 
to the evolution of aggressive power, or working 
capacity. | 


Of the true females, —the Mothers-Elect, — 
there are very few indeed; and these are treated 
like queens. So constantly and so reverentially 
are they waited upon that they can seldom have 
any wishes to express. They are relieved from 
every care of existence, — except the duty of 
bearing offspring. Night and day they are cared 
for in every possible manner. They alone are 
superabundantly and richly fed : —for the sake 
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of the offspring they must eat and drink and 
repose right royally; and their physiological 
specialization allows of such indulgence ad 
libitum. They seldom go out, and never unless 
attended by a powerful escort; as they cannot 
be permitted to incur unnecessary fatigue or 
danger. Probably they have no great desire to 
goout. Around them revolves the whole activity 
of the race: all its intelligence and toil and 
thrift are directed solely towards the well-being 
of these Mothers and of their children. 

But last and least of the race rank the hus- 
bands of these Mothers,—the necessary Evils, 
—the males. They appear only at a particular 
season, as I have already observed; and their 
lives are very short. Some cannot even boast of 
noble descent, though destined to royal wed- 
lock; for they are not royal offspring, but virgin- 
born, — parthenogenetic children,— and, for 
that reason especially, inferior beings, the 
chance results of some mysterious atavism. But 
of any sort of males the commonwealth toler- 
ates but few,—barely enough to serve as hus- 
bands for the Mothers-Elect, as these few perish 
almost as soon as their duty has been done. 
The meaning of Nature’s law, in this extra- 
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ordinary world, is identical with Ruskin’s 
teaching that life without effort is crime; and 
since the males are useless as workers or fighters, 
their existence is of only momentary import- 
ance. They are not, indeed sacrificed, — like 
the Aztec victim chosen for the festival of 
Tezcatlipoca, and allowed a choneymoon of 
twenty days before his heart was torn out. But 
they are scarcely less unfortunate in their high 
fortune. Imagine youths brought up in the 
knowledge that they are destined to become 
royal bridegrooms for a single night, — that 
after their bridal they will have no moral right 
to live, — that marriage, for each and all of 
them, will signify certain death, — and that 
they cannot even hope to be lamented by their 
young widows, who will survive them for a 
time of many generations... . ! 
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But all the foregoing is no more than a proem 
to the real ‘Romance of the Insect-World.’ 

— By far the most startling discovery in re- 
lation to this astonishing civilization is that of 
the suppression of sex. In certain advanced 
forms of ant-life sex totally disappears in the 
majority of individuals; — in nearly all the 
higher ant-societies sex-life appears to exist only 
to the extent absolutely needed for the con- 
tinuance of the species. But the biological fact 
in itself is much less startling than the ethical 
suggestion which it offers;—for this practical 
suppression, or regulation, of sex-faculty appears 
to be voluntary! Voluntary, at least, so far as 
the species is concerned. It is now believed that 
these wonderful creatures have learned how 
to develop, or to arrest the development of, sex 
in their young, —by some particular mode of 
nutrition. They have succeeded in placing 
under perfect control what is commonly sup- 
posed to be the most powerful and unmanage- 
able of instincts. And this rigid restraint of 
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sex-life to within the limits necessary to pro- 
vide against extinction is but one (though the 
most amazing) of many vital economies effect- 
ed by the race. Every capacity for egoistic plea- 
sure — in the common meaning of the word 
“egoistic’— has been equally repressed through 
physiological modification. No indulgence of 
any natural appetite is possible except to that 
degree in which such indulgence can directly 
or indirectly benefit the species;—even the in- 
dispensable requirements of food and sleep being 
satisfied only to the exact extent necessary for the 
maintenance of healthy activity. The individual 
can exist, act, think, only for the communal 
good; and the commune triumphantly refuses, 
in so far as cosmic law permits, to let itself 
be ruled either by Love or Hunger. 


Most of us have been brought up in the 
belief that without some kind of religious 
creed—some hope of future reward or fear of 
future punishment —no civilization could exist. 
We have been taught to think that in the ab- 
sence of laws based upon moral ideas, and in 
the absence of an effective police to enforce 
such laws, nearly everybody would seek only 
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his or her personal advantage, to the disadvan- 
tage of everybody else. The strong would then 
destroy the weak; pity and sympathy would 
disappear; and the whole social fabric would 
fall to pieces. . . . These teachings confess the 
existing imperfections of human nature; and 
they contain obvious truth. But those who first 
proclaimed that truth, thousands and thousands 
of years ago, never imagined a form of social 
existence in which selfishness would be naturally 
impossible. It remained for irreligious Nature 
to furnish us with proof positive that there can 
exist a society in which the pleasure of active 
beneficence makes needless the idea of duty, 
—a society in which instinctive morality can 
dispense with ethical codes of every sort,—a 
society of which every member is born so abso- 
lutely unselfish, and so energetically good, that 
moral training could signify, even for its young- 
est, neither more nor less than waste of precious 
time. 


To the Evolutionist such facts necessarily 
suggest that the value of our moral idealism is 
but temporary; and that something better than 
virtue, better than kindness, better than self 
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denial, —in the present human meaning of 
those terms, —might, under certain conditions, 
eventually replace them. He finds himself 
obliged to face the question whether a world 
without moral notions might not be morally 
better than a world in which conduct is regu- 
lated by such notions. He must even ask him- 
self whether the existence of religious com- 
mandments, moral laws, and ethical standards 
among ourselves does not prove us still in a 
very primitive stage of social evolution. And 
these questions naturally lead up to another: 
Will humanity ever be able, on this planet, to 
reach an ethical condition beyond all its ideals, 
—a condition in which everything that we now 
call evil will have been atrophied out of exist- 
ence, and everything that we call virtue have 
been transmuted into instinct; —a state of al- 
truism in which ethical concepts and codes will 
have become as useless as they would be, even 
now, in the societies of the higher ants. 


The giants of modern thought have given 
some attention to this question; and the great- 
est among them has answered it —partly in the 
affirmative. Herbert Spencer has expressed his 
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belief that humanity will arrive at some state 
of civilization ethically comparable with that 
of the ant: — 


‘If we have, in lower orders of creatures, 
cases in which the nature is constitutionally so 
modified that altruistic activities have become 
one with egoistic activities, there is an irre- 
sistible implication that a parallel identification 
will, under parallel conditions, take place 
among human beings. Social insects furnish us 
with instances completely to the point, —and 
instances showing us, indeed, to what a mar- 
vellous degree the life of the individual may be 
absorbed in subserving the lives of other indi- 
viduals. . . . Neither the ant nor the bee can 
be supposed to have a sense of duty, in the 
acceptation we give to that word; nor can it 
be supposed that it is continually undergoing 
self-sacrifice, in the ordinary acceptation of that 
word. ... [The facts] show us that it is within 
the possibilities of organization to produce a 
nature which shall be just as energetic and 
even more energetic in the pursuit of altruistic 
ends, as is in other cases shown in the pursuit 
of egoistic ends; —and they show that, in such 
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cases, these altruistic ends are pursued in pur- 
suing ends which, on their other face, are ego- 
istic, for the satisfaction of the needs of the 
organization, these actions, conducive to the 
welfare of others, must be carried on. ... 


‘So far from its being true that there must go 
on, throughout all the future, a condition in 
which self-regard is to be continually subjected 
by the regard for others, it will, contrari-wise, 
be the case that a regard for others will eventu- 
ally become so large a source of pleasure as to 
overgrow the pleasure which is derivable from 
direct egoistic gratification. . . . Eventually, 
then, there will come also a state in which ego- 
ism and altruism are so conciliated that the one 
merges in the other.’ 
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Vi 


Of course the foregoing prediction does not 
imply that human nature will ever undergo 
such physiological change as would be repre- 
sented by structural specializations comparable 
to those by which the various castes of insect 
societies are differentiated. We are not bidden 
to imagine a future state of humanity in which 
the active majority would consist of semi- 
female workers and Amazons toiling for an 
inactive minority of selected Mothers. Even in 
his chapter, ‘Human Population in the Future,’ 
Mr. Spencer has attempted no detailed state- 
ment of the physical modifications inevitable 
to the production of higher moral types, — 
though his general statement in regard to a 
perfected nervous system, and a great diminu- 
tion of human fertility, suggests that such 
moral evolution would signify a very consider- 
able amount of physical change. If it be legiti- 
mate to believe in a future humanity to which 
the pleasure of mutual beneficence will repre- 
sent the whole joy of life, would it not also 
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be legitimate to imagine other transformations, 
physical and moral, which the facts of insect- 
biology have proved to be within the range of 
evolutional possibility? . . . I do not know. I 
most worshipfully reverence Herbert Spencer 
as the greatest philosopher that has yet appear- 
ed in this world; and I should be very sorry 
to write down anything contrary to his teach- 
ing, in such wise that the reader could imagine 
it to have been inspired by the Synthetic 
Philosophy. For the ensuing reflections, I alone 
am responsible; and if I err, let the sin be upon 
my own head. 


I suppose that the moral transformations 
predicted by Mr. Spencer, could be effected 
only with the aid of physiological change, and 
at a terrible cost. Those ethical conditions mani- 
fested by insect-societies can have been reached 
only through effort desperately sustained for 
millions of years against the most atrocious 
necessities. Necessities equally merciless may 
have to be met and mastered eventually by the 
human race. Mr. Spencer has shown that the 
time of the greatest possible human suffering 
is yet to come, and that it will be concomitant 
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with the period of the greatest possible pressure 
of population. Among other results of that long 
stress, I understand that there will be a vast 
increase of human intelligence and sympathy; 
and that this increase of intelligence will be 
effected at the cost of human fertility. But this 
decline in reproductive power will not, we are 
told, be sufficient to assure the very highest 
social conditions: it will only relieve that pres- 
sure of population which has been the main 
cause of human suffering. The state of perfect 
social equilibrium will be approached, but 
never quite reached, by mankind — 


Unless there be discovered some means of 
solving economic problems, just as social insects 
have solved them, by the suppression of sex-life. 


Supposing that such a discovery were made, 
and that the human race should decide to 
arrest the development of sex in the majority 
of its young, — so as to effect a transference of 
those forces, now demanded by sex-life to the 
development of higher activities, —might not 
the result be an eventual state of polymorphism, 
like that of ants? And, in such event, might 
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not the Coming Race be indeed represented in 
its higher types, — through feminine rather 
than masculine evolution,—by a majority of 
beings of neither sex? 


Considering how many persons, even now, 
through merely unselfish (not to speak of religi- 
ous) motives, sentence themselves to celibacy, 
it should not appear improbable that a more 
highly evolved humanity would cheerfully sac- 
rifice a large proportion of its sex-life for the 
common weal, particularly in view of certain 
advantages to be gained. Not the least of such 
advantages —always supposing that mankind 
were able to control sex-life after the natural 
manner of the ants—would be a prodigious 
increase of longevity. The higher types of a 
humanity superior to sex might be able to 
realize the dream of life for a thousand years. 

Already we find our lives too short for the 
work we have to do; and with the constantly 
accelerating progress of discovery, and the 
never-ceasing expansion of knowledge, we 
shall certainly find more and more reason to 
regret, as time goes on, the brevity of exist- 
ence. That Science will ever discover the Elixir 
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of the Alchemists’ hope is extremely unlikely. 
The Cosmic Powers will not allow us to cheat 
them. For every advantage which they yield us 
the full price must be paid: nothing for no- 
thing is the everlasting law. Perhaps the price 
of long life will prove to be the price that the 
ants have paid for it. Perhaps, upon some elder 
planet, that price has already been paid, and the 
power to produce offspring restricted to a caste 
morphologically differentiated, in unimaginable 
ways, from the rest of the species. . . . 
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But while the facts of insect-biology suggests 
so much in regard to the future course of hu- 
man evolution, do they not also suggest some- 
thing of largest significance concerning the 
relation of ethics to cosmic law? Apparently, 
the highest evolution will not be permitted to 
creatures capable of what human moral ex- 
perience has in all eras condemned. Apparent- 
ly, the highest possible strength is the strength 
of unselfishness; and power supreme never will 
be accorded to cruelty or to lust. There may be 
no gods; but the forces that shape and dissolve 
all forms of being would seem to be much more 
exacting than gods. To prove a ‘dramatic 
tendency’ in the ways of the stars is not pos- 
sible; but the cosmic process seems nevertheless 
to affirm the worth of every human system of 
ethics fundamentally opposed to human egoism. 
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ENGLAND’S GREEN AND PLEASANT LAND WJNo. 161 
A study of rural life. “His picture is vivid, vivacious, scintillat- 
ing, and behind it is the busy brain of the reformer, the warm 
heart of the true lover of his kind.’ Manchester Guardian 
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ARMSTRONG, Martin 
THE BAZAAR. Stories No. 77 
“These stories have considerable range of subject, but in general 
they are stay-at-home tales depicting cloistered lives and deli- 
cate, finely fibred minds. . . . Mr. Armstrong writes beauti- 
fully.’ Nation and Atheneum 


ERANS, (LB. 
SIDE SHOWS. Essays. With an Introduction by 
JAMES BONE No. 78 
Mr. J. B. Atkins was war correspondent in four wars, the 
London editor of a great English paper, then Paris correspon- 
dent of another and latterly the editor of the Spectator. His 
subjects in Side Shows are briefly London and the sea. 


AUSTEN, Jane 
NORTHANGER ABBEY. With an Introduction by 
REBECCA WEST No. 182 
‘It is characteristic of Jane Austen’s art that she presents this 
story, which was the fruit of strong feeling and audacious 
thought, with such perfect serenity that one accepts it as a 
beautiful established fact.’ From the Introduction 


SENSE AND SENSIBILITY. With an Introduction 
by PETER QUENNELL No. 187 
‘Jane Austen’s appreciation of the usual, so infinite in its 
variety, is an art that never can grow old. Read them ever so 
often they cloy not, neither do they pall.’ 


AZORIN 
AN HOUR OF SPAIN. Translated from the Spanish 

by ALICE RALEIGH, with an Introduction by sALVADOR 

DE MADARIAGA No. 188 
‘This unusual work, a mingling of history with poetry, is by 
the master hand of the Spanish writer who conceals himself 
under the pseudonym of Azorin. He takes us back to Spain in 
the latter half of the sixteenth century. He shows nothing, and 
yet everything —a king in his palace, a nobleman in his country 
seat, Avila of the Knights, a monk writing his treatise on prayer, 
sheep, a mountain, flowers, the Basque Country, Castile, Cata- 
lonia, the simple and natural emotions. Allis done with a sure 
and delicate hand. 


BARING, Maurice 
HALF A MINUTE’S SILENCE. Stories No. 153 
Tales from Russia, some of them accounts of real happenings; 
ghost stories, school stories, classical inventions, character 
sketches, fairy tales and parodies, legends and romances. 


BATES, -H: -: 
THE TWO SISTERS. A Novel No. 160 

MR. EDWARD GARNETT in his foreword to The Two Sisters says: 
‘A novel of rare poetical order . . . his achievement is that, 
while identified with his creations— Jenny, Jessie and Michael 
—the author has known how to detach himself from these 
figures of eternal youth and show them, with all their tumultu- 
ous, passionate emotions, in a beautiful mirror.’ 


BELLOC, Hilaire 
SHORT TALKS WITH THE DEAD No. 79 
In these essays Mr. Belloc attains his usual high level of pungent 
and witty writing. The subjects vary widely and include an 
imaginary talk with the spirits of Charles I, the barber of 
Louis XIV, and Napoleon, Venice, fakes, eclipses, Byron, and 
the famous dissertation on the Nordic Man. 


BENNETT, Arnold 
THE OLD WIVES’ TALE. Two volumes. Nos. 166 and 167 


“All attempts to sum up his merits and measure his achievement 
must rest upon The Old Wives Tale. The Times 


BERCOVICI, Konrad 
BETWEEN EARTH AND SKY. Stories of Gypsies. 

With an Introduction by A. E. COPPARD No. 117 
Konrad Bercovici, through his own association with gypsies, 
together with a magical intuition of their lives, is able to give 
us some unforgettable pictures of those wanderers who, having 
no home anywhere, are at home everywhere. 


BIERCE, Ambrose 
CAN SUCH THINGS BE? Stories No. 1 
‘Bierce never wastes a word, never coins a too startling phrase; 
he secures his final effect, a cold thrill of fear, by a simple, yet 
subtle, realism. No anthology of short stories, limited to a score 


or so, would be complete without an example of his unique 
artistry.’ Morning Post 
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BIERCE, Ambrose 


THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN’S 
DAUGHTER. Written in collaboration with 
ADOLPHE DANZIGER DE CASTRO No. 34 
“These stories are evidence of very unusual powers, and when 
once they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled 
to dig out more from the same pen.’ Westminster Gazette 


BIRON, Sir Chartres 


*«SIR,” SAID DR. JOHNSON—’. An Anthology No. 184 
In ‘ “Sir,” Said Dr. Fohnson—’ the traveller, whether he is realiz- 
ing ‘the grand object of travel’ in ‘seeing the shores of the Medi- 
terranean’ or ‘raising his children to eminence’ by ‘viewing the 
Wall of China,’ will find both sympathy and entertainment, 
nor need he be deterred under modern conditions by the 
Doctor’s sth rule of Travel ‘Get a smart seasickness if you can.’ 
Here in a handy form will be found an anthology of the great 
lexicographer’s invigorating reflections on men and matters. 


BIRRELL, Augustine 
MORE OBITER DICTA No. 140 
‘Age has not wearied Mr. Birrell’s humour; nor have the 


years condemned his whimsicality. He remains as delightful 
a companion as ever.’ Nation and Atheneum 


BOURGOGNE, Sergeant 


MEMOIRS OF SERGEANT BOURGOGNE. With 
an Introduction by sIR JOHN FORTESCUE No. 148 
It is vivid from the first page to the last and the subject, the 
Retreat from Moscow, is unexampled in its horrors. Bourgogne 
is French of the French—a typical soldier of the Guard, brave, 
quick-witted, resourceful, gay and humane. 


BOURNE, George 


A FARMER’S LIFE No. 32 
The life-story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the 
author draws on his memory for a picture of the everyday 
life of his immediate forbears, the Smiths, farmers and handi- 
craft men, who lived and died on the border of Surrey and 
Hampshire. 


° 


BRAMAH, Ernest 
THE WALLET OF KAI LUNG No. 18 
‘Something worth doing and done. .. . It was a thing intended, 
wrought out, completed and established. Therefore it was 
destined to endure, and, what is more important, it was a 
success.” HILAIRE BELLOC 


KAI LUNG’S GOLDEN HOURS No. 16 
‘It is worthy of its forerunner. There is the same plan, exacti- 
tude, working-out and achievement; and therefore complete 
satisfaction in the reading.’ From the Preface by HILAIRE 
BELLOC 


BRONTE, Emily 
WUTHERING HEIGHTS No. 30 
‘It is a very great book. You may read this grim story of lost 
and thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come 
under its sway. From the Introduction by ROSE MACAULAY 


BROWNE, Lewis 
THE STORY OF THE JEWS No. 146 
Here is a history which is more absorbing than any work of 
fiction. The author traces the beginnings of the Jewish race 
from the wandering Semitic races of Arabia, through intermin- 
able strife, oppression, expatriation, up to modern times. 


BUTLER, Samuel 
EREWHON. A Satire No. 11 
“Occasionally, very occasionally, a bit of genuine satire secures 
for itself more than a passing nod of recognition. Erewhon is 
such a satire.... Ihe best of its kind since Gulliver’s Travels, 
AUGUSTINE BIRRELL 


EREWHON REVISITED. A Satire No. 12 
“He waged a sleepless war with the mental torpor of the prosper- 
ous, complacent England around him; a Swift with the soul 
of music in him, and completely sane; a liberator of humanity 
operating with the wit and malice and coolness of Mephisto- 
pheles.” Manchester Guardian 

THE NOTE BOOKS No. 75 
‘The freest, most original and most varied thinker of his genera- 
tion. . . . Neither Erewhon nor The Way of All Flesh, but the 
posthumous work entitled Note Books will stand, in our judg- 
ment, as the decisive contribution of Samuel Butler to the 
thought of his age.’ Nation 


6 


BUTLER, Samuel 
SELECTED ESSAYS. This volume contains the 


following essays : No. 55 
THE HUMOUR OF HOMER HOW TO MAKE THE BEST OF LIFE 
QUIS DESIDERIO...? THE SANCTUARY OF MONTRIGONE 


RAMBLINGS IN CHEAPSIDE A MEDIEVAL GIRLS’ SCHOOL 
THE AUNT, THE NIECES, ART IN THE VALLEY OF SAAS 
AND THE DOG THOUGHT AND LANGUAGE 


THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. A Novel No. 10 
‘It drives one almost to despair of English Literature when one 
sees so extraordinary a study of English life as Butler’s posthum- 
ous Way of All Flesh making so little impression. Really, the 
English do not deserve to have great men.’ GEORGE BERNARD 
SHAW 


CANOT, Theodore 
MEMOIRS OF A SLAVE TRADER. Set down by 
BRANTZ MAYER and now edited by A. W. LAWRENCE No. 126 

In 1854 a cosmopolitan adventurer, who knew Africa at the 
worst period of its history, dictated this sardonic account of 
piracy and mutiny, of battles with warships or rival traders, 
and of the fantastic lives of European and half-caste slavers on 
the West Coast. 


CARDUS, Neville 
DAYS IN THE SUN: A Cricketer’s Book No. 121 
The author says ‘the intention of this book is modest—it should 
be taken as a rather freely compiled journal of happy experiences 
which have come my way on our cricket fields.’ 


CARLETON, Captain George 


MILITARY MEMOIRS (1672-1713). Edited by 
A. W. LAWRENCE No. 134 
A cheerful sidelight on the war of the Spanish Succession, with 
a remarkable literary history. Johnson praised the book, Scott 
edited it, and then the critics declared it to be fiction and sug- 
gested Defoe or Swift as the author ; now it has come into its 
own again.as one of the most vivid records of a soldier’s actual 


experiences. 


CATHER, Willa 
THE SONG OF THE LARK No. 183 

The Song of the Lark is the story of an American opera singer, 
her childhood in the Colorado desert, her early struggles in 
Chicago, her romantic adventures among the Cliff Dweller 
ruins in Arizona, her splendid triumphs on the operatic stage. 
There is a diverting picture of musical circles in Chicago. 
There are wonderful chapters of the Cliff Dweller ruins which 
first awake in the heroine the historic imagination so necessary 
to a great Wagnerian singer, and where she grows all at once 
into a powerful and wilful young creature, gets her courage, 
and begins to find herself. 


CLEMENTS, Rex 
A GIPSY OF THE HORN. Life in a deep-sea sailing 
ship No. 136 
A true and spirited account of a phase of sea-life now passing, 
if not passed, fascinating from the very vividness and sincerity 
of its telling. Mr. Clements loves the sea, and he makes his 
readers love it. 


COLLETT, Anthony 
THE CHANGING FACE OF ENGLAND No. 177 
‘His knowledge of the English countryside is extraordinary ; 
he can not only name the trees and flowers, the birds and beasts 
of every district, but he can tell what every village is built of 
and why.’ The Manchester Guardian 


COPPARD, A” E. 

ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME. Stories No. 13 
Mr. Coppard’s implicit theme is the closeness of the spiritual 
world to the material; the strange, communicative sympathy 
which strikes through two temperaments and suddenly makes 
them one. 


CLORINDA WALKS IN HEAVEN. Stories No. 22 
“Genius is a hard-ridden word, and has been put by critics at 
many puny ditches, but Mr. Coppard sets up a fence worthy 
of its mettle. He shows that in hands like his the English 
language is as alive as ever.’ Outlook 

FISHMONGER’S FIDDLE. Stories No. 130 
‘In definite colour and solid strength his work suggests that of 
the old Dutch Masters. Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller.’ 
Times Literary Supplement 
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COPPARD, A. E. ov 
THE BLACK DOG. Stories No. 2 
“Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller. The book is filled with a 
variety of delightful stuff: no one who is interested in good 
writing in general, and good short stories in particular, should 
miss it.’ Spectator 


COYLE, Kathleen 


LIV. A Novel. With an Introduction by REBECCA wesT No. 87 
“Liv is a short novel, but more subtly suggesting beauty and 
movement than many a longer book. . . . There is something 
cool and rare about this story; the reader finds himself turning 
back to re-read pages that must not be forgotten.” Times 
Literary Supplement 


CURLE, Richard 
INTO THE EAST. With a Preface by JOSEPH CONRAD No. 185 

“Very modern in impressions, in appreciations, in curiosities, 
and in his very love of the mother earth, of whose children he 
has written subtly and tenderly in some three volumes of 
characteristic tales; a traveller of our day, condemned to make 
his discoveries on beaten tracks, he looks on, sensitive, medita- 
tive, with delicate perceptions and a gift for expression, alive 
to the saving grace of human and historical associations; and 
while pursuing amongst the men busy with ascertained facts the 
riddles presented by a world in transition, he seems to have 
captured for us the spirit of modern travel itself.’ From the 
Introduction 


DAVIES, Charles 
SELECTIONS FROM SWIFT. With an Introduction by 
CHARLES DAVIES No. 171 
Everybody knows Gulliver and The Tale of a Tub, but Swift’s 
minor pieces are less accessible in a handy format. In this book 
a collection of the more interesting will be found, exhibiting 
the Dean in familiar and satiric mood even when preaching. 


DAVIES, W. H. | 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SUPER-TRAMP 
With a Preface by G. BERNARD SHAW No. 3 
The author tells us with inimitable quiet modesty of how he 
begged and stole his way across America and through England 
and Wales until his travelling days were cut short by losing his 
right foot while attempting to ‘jump’ a train. 
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DAVIES, W. H. 
LATER DAYS. A pendant to The Autobiography of a 
Super-Tramp No. 48 
‘The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and 
baffling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness 
and simpleness.’ Observer 


A POET’S PILGRIMAGE No. 56 
A Poet’s Pilgrimage recounts the author’s impressions of his 
native Wales on his return after many years’ absence. He tells 
of a walking tour during which he stayed in cheap rooms and 
ate in the small wayside inns. The result is a vivid picture of the 
Welsh people, the towns and countryside. 


DELEDDA, Grazia 


THE MOTHER. A Novel. With an Introduction by 

D. H. LAWRENCE. (Awarded the Nobel Prize 1928) No. 105 
An unusual book, both in its story and its setting in a remote 
Sardinian hill village, half civilised and. superstitious. The 
action of the story takes place so rapidly and the actual drama 
is sO interwoven with the mental conflict, and all so forced by 
circumstances, that it is almost Greek in its simple and inevit- 
able tragedy. 


DE MAUPASSANT 


STORIES. Translated by ELIZABETH MARTINDALE No. 37 
‘His “story’’ engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too 
at the first reading. . . . That is the real test of art, and it is 
because of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for 
once the critic and the reader may join hands without awaiting 
the verdict of posterity.” From the Introduction by FORD MADOX 
FORD 


DE SELINCOURT, Hugh 
THE CRICKET MATCH. A Story No. 108 


Through the medium of a cricket match the author endeavours 
to give a glimpse of life in a Sussex village. First we have a 
bird’s-eye view at dawn of the village nestling under the Downs ; 
then we see the players awaken in all the widely different cir- 
cumstances of their various lives, pass the morning, assemble 
on the field, play their game, united for a few hours, as men 
should be, by a common purpose—and at night disperse. 
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DIMNET, Ernest 
THE ART OF THINKING No. 170 

“Concentration, “never reading but always studying,” dismiss- 
ing trivialities and only reading masterpieces, orderliness, taking 
notes, avoiding laziness—it is with such aids to improving the 
mind that M. Dimnet chiefly deals—and the point of his witty 
book is that he makes such difficult operations seductive by the 
charm with which he surrounds both the operations themselves 
and the results to which they should lead.’ The Times Literary 
Supplement 


DOS PASSOS, John 
ORIENT EXPRESS. A book of travel No. 80 
This book will be read because, as well as being the temperature 
chart of an unfortunate sufferer from the travelling disease, 
it deals with places shaken by the heavy footsteps of History. 
Underneath, the book is an ode to railroad travel. 


DOUGLAS, George 
THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN SHUTTERS 
A Novel. With an Introduction by J. B. PRIESTLEY No. 118 
This powerful and moving story of life in a small Scots burgh 
is one of the grimmest studies of realism in all modern fiction. 
The author flashes a cold and remorseless searchlight upon the 
back-bitings, jealousies, and intrigues of the townsfolk. 


DU MAURIER, George 
PETER IBBETSON. Illustrated by the author No. 169 
This novel, written as an autobiography, reveals with a 
pathetic charm the figure of Peter Ibbetson from boyhood. 
Some of the scenes are English, but most of the story is in 
France, the early part of it in Passy and Paris. 


DUNSTERVILLE, Major-General L. C. 

STALKY’S REMINISCENCES No. 145 
“The real Stalky, General Dunsterville, is so delightful a 
character that the fictitious Stalky must at times feel jealous of 
him as a rival.... In war he proved his genius in the Dunster 
Force adventure; and in this book he shows that he possesses 

another kind of genius—the genius of comic self-revelation and 
burbling anecdote.’ The Observer 
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FARSON, Negley ; 
SAILING ACROSS EUROPE. With an Introduction 
by FRANK MORLEY No. 111 
A voyage of six months in a ship, its one and only cabin 
measuring 8 feet by 6 feet, up the Rhine, down the Danube, 
passing from one to the other by the half-forgotten Ludwig’s 


Canal. 
FAUSSET, Hugh !’Anson 
TENNYSON. A critical study No. 124 


Mr. Fausset’s study of Tennyson’s qualities as poet, man and 
moralist is by implication a study of some of the predominant 
characteristics of the Victorian age. His book, however, is as 
pictorial as it is critical, being woven, to quote The Times, ‘like 
an arras of delicate colour and imagery.’ 


FLAUBERT, Gustave 
MADAME BOVARY. Translated by ELEANOR 
MARX-AVELING. With an Introduction by HAMISH 
MILES No. 144 
“*, . . It remains perpetually the novel of all novels which the 
criticism of fiction cannot overlook; as soon as ever we speak 
of the principles of the art we must be prepared to engage 
with Flaubert. There is no such book as his Bowary; for 
it is a novel in which the subject stands firm and clear, with- 
out the least shade of ambiguity to break the line which 
bounds it.’ PERCY LUBBOCK in The Craft of Fiction 


FORMAN, Henry James 
GRECIAN ITALY. A book of Travel No. 29 
“It has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision 
you would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian 
Italy before he reads this book, the magic of its pages will 
revive old memories and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.’ 
From the Preface by H. FESTING JONES 


FRASER, Ronald 
THE FLYING DRAPER. A novel No. 165 
‘After its own prodigal fashion the book rises as high above the 


general run of novels as Codders did above the other drapers of 
Primrose Hill.’ Punch 

“This is one of the very best first novels which we have seen since 
the War, and its author, if he can maintain the standard which 
he sets here, should go far.’ Daily Mail 
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GARNETT, Edward 
FRIDAY NIGHTS. Critical Essays No. 119 


“Mr. Garnett is “‘the critic as artist,” sensitive alike to elemental 
nature and the subtlest human variations. His book sketches 
for us the possible outlines of a new humanism, a fresh valuation 
of both life and art.’ The Times 


GARNETT, Mrs. R. S. 
THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND. A Novel No. 53 


This book, though in form an historical novel, claims to rank 
as a psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character 
which, though destitute of the common virtues of everyday life, 
is gifted with qualities that compel love and admiration. 


GAUGIN, Paul 


THE INTIMATE JOURNALS. Translated by vAN 
WYCK BROOKS No. tor 


The confessions of genius are usually startling; and Gaugin’s 
Journals are no exception. He exults in his power to give free 
rein to his savage spirit, tearing the shawl from convention’s 
shoulders with a gesture as unscrupulous as it is Rabelaisian. 


GIBBS, J. Arthur 
A COTSWOLD VILLAGE No. 138 


‘For pure observation of people, places and sports, occupations 
and wild life, the book is admirable. Everything is put down 
freshly from the notebook, and has not gone through any 
deadening process of being written up.’ Morning Post 


GISSING, George 


BY THE IONIAN SEA. With an Introduction by 
VIRGINIA WOOLF No. 186 


Here is the book in which Gissing, for once, turned away from 
the sombre and care-laden scenes that dominated his outlook as 
a novelist, and painted at first hand a picture of that classic 
South whose art and literature and living sense of beauty were 
the hidden mainspring of his being. Appreciation of Gissing’s 
genius is steadily growing, and these finely polished sketches of 
travel reflect an essential part of his experience. 
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GOBINEAU, Le Comte de 


THE CRIMSON HANDKERCHIEF AND OTHER 
STORIES. Translated from the French by HENRY 
LONGAN STUART No. 137 


The three stories included in this volume mark the flood tide 
of Comte de Gobineau’s unique and long-neglected genius. 
Not even Nietzsche has surpassed him in a love of heroic charac- 
ters and unfettered wills—or in his contempt for bourgeois 
virtues and vices. 


GOSSE, Sir Edmund 
SELECTED ESSAYS. First Series No. 73 


“The prose of Sir Edmund Gosse is as rich in the colour of 
young imagination as in the mellow harmony of judgment. 
Sir Edmund Gosse’s literary kit-kats will continue to be read 
with avidity long after the greater part of the academic criticism 
of the century is swept away upon the lumber-heap.’ Daily 
Telegraph 


SELECTED ESSAYS. Second Series No. 81 
A second volume of essays personally chosen by Sir Edmund 
Gosse from the wide field of his literary work. One is delighted 
with the width of his appreciation which enables him to write 
with equal charm on Wycherley and on How to Read the Bible. 


GRAHAM, Stephen 
A PRIVATE IN THE GUARDS No. 89 - 
In his own experiences as a soldier Stephen Graham has con- 
served the half-forgotten emotions of a nation in arms. Above 


all. he makes us feel the stark brutality and horror of actual war, 
the valour which is more than valour. 


HAMILTON, Mary Agnes 
THOMAS CARLYLE No. 157 
Although not a formal biography, being more concerned with 
the mind of the man, as revealed in his writing, than with the 
external incidents of his life, it sets both Carlyle and Jane Welsh 
before the reader in an outline that is alive and challenging. 
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HASTINGS, A. C. G. 
NIGERIAN DAYS. With an Introduction by R. B. 
CUNNINGHAME GRAHAM No. 151 
Written with great sincerity and with equal modesty, it is the 
record of eighteen long years spent on the confines of the 
Empire, a book devoid of bombast, and without the cheap 
expression of opinion of the average globe-trotter. 


HEARN, Lafcadio 
GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS No. 42 
A book which is readable from the first page to the last, and is 
full of suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious 
belief calling for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the 
subject is approached. 


GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First Series No. 57 
Most books written about Japan have been superficial sketches 
of a passing traveller. Of the inner life of the Japanese we know 
practically nothing. Lafcadio Hearn reveals something of the 
people and their customs as they are. 


GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second Series No. 58 
Sketches by an acute observer and a master of English prose, of 
a nation in transition—of the lingering remains of Old Japan, 
to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, customs, gods 
and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and charm—and of the 
New Japan, struggling against odds towards new ideals. 


KWAIDAN. Stories No. 44 
The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume 
illustrate the wonder-loving tendency of the Japanese. The 
stories are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an 
adventure into the field of unveiled supernaturalism. 


OUT OF THE EAST No. 43 
Mr. Hearn has written many books about Japan; he is satur- 
ated with the essence of its beauty, and in this book the light 
and colour and movement of that land drips from his pen in 
every delicately conceived and finely written sentence. 


KOKORO No. 172 
The heart, the inner meaning—that is the meaning of the 
Japanese word of the title. And it is the heart and inner meaning 
of Japan that Lafcadio Hearn recorded in the clear, musical 
prose of his essays, 
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HEMINGWAY, Ernest. Author of 4 Farewell to Arms 
MEN WITHOUT WOMEN. Stories No. 159 
“Mr. Hemingway has the art of making what he describes take 
place before our eyes, as if we saw it upon the stage. Brilliant 
is not a brilliant enough word for it.’ Daily News 


HEYWARD, Du Bose 
PORGY. A Tale No. 85 
This fascinating book gives a vivid and intimate insight into the 
lives of a group of American negroes, from whom Porgy stands 
out, rich in humour and tragedy. 


HINDUS, Maurice 
BROKEN EARTH No. 174 
This is a very human book. It deals with one of the most 
exciting periods in the history of the Russian village—a period 
of universal heart-searching with peasants as ever giving free 
vent to their thoughts and troubles. Like Red Bread, the scene 
of Broken Earth is laid in the author’s native village. 


HOULT, Norah 
POOR WOMEN No. 168 


‘I know of nothing written in late years with which to compare 
them. They are the unique manifestations which genius always 
gives us. Norah Hoult’s gift for narrative is the right magic for 
story telling.” H. M. TOMLINSON 


HOUSMAN, Laurence 
ANGELS AND MINISTERS, AND OTHER 
PLAYS. Imaginary portraits of political characters 
done in dialogue— Queen Victoria, Disraeli, Gladstone, 
Parnell, Joseph Chamberlain and Woodrow Wilson No. 17 
‘It is all so good that one is tempted to congratulate Mr. Housman 
on a true masterpiece.’ Times. 


HOWE, E. W. 
THE STORY OF A COUNTRY TOWN. With an 
Introduction by BRAND WHITLOCK No. 192 


This American classic brings alive the old-fashioned American 
of last century, God-fearing, honest, solid and not uncultivated. 
Critics of modern American life might well read this book to 
get their views into true perspective. 


16 


HUDDLESTON, Sisley 
FRANCE AND THE FRENCH. A study No. 86 


“His book is a repository of facts marshalled with judgment; as 
such it should assist in clearing away a whole maze of mis- 
conceptions and prejudices, and serve as a sort of pocket 
encyclopedia of modern France.’ Times Literary Supplement 


HUDSON, W. H. 


MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS: Letters to a Friend. 
With Notes, some Letters, and an Introduction by 
MORLEY ROBERTS No. 112 


An important collection of letters from the naturalist to his 
friend, literary executor and fellow author, Morley Roberts, 
covering a period of twenty-five years. 


JEWETT, Sarah Orne 
THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS. Stories No. 28 


“The young student of American literature in the far distant 
future will take up this book and say “a masterpiece!” as 
proudly as if he had made it. It will be a message in a universal 
language—the one message that even the scythe of Time spares.’ 
From the Preface by WILLA CATHER 


JOHNSON, Samuel 


A JOURNEY TO THE WESTERN ISLANDS OF 
SCOTLAND. With a foreword by D. L. MURRAY No. 162 
“To Scotland however he ventured; and he returned from it in 
great good humour, with his prejudices much lessened, and 
with very grateful feelings of the hospitality with which he was 
treated; as is evident from that admirable work his Fourney to 
the Western Islands of Scotland.’ BOSWELL 


JONES, Henry Festing 
DIVERSIONS IN SICILY. Travel impressions No. 120 


Shortly before his death, Mr. Festing Jones chose out Diver- 
stons in Sicily for reprinting from among his three books of 
mainly Sicilian sketches and studies. These chapters, as well 
as any that he wrote, recapture the wisdom, charm and humour 
of their author. 
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JOYCE, James 
DUBLINERS. A volume of Stories No. 14 


A collection of fifteen short stories by the author of Ulysses. 
They are all of them brave, relentless and sympathetic pictures 
of Dublin life; realistic, perhaps, but not crude; analytical, 
but not repugnant. 


A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG 
MAN. A novel No. 155 


‘It is a book to buy and read. Its claim to be literature is as 
good as the claim of the last book of Gulliver’s Travels. It is 
by far the most living and convincing picture that exists of an 
Irish Catholic upbringing. The technique is startling. .. . A 
most memorable novel.’ H. G. WELLS 


KALLAS, Aino 


THE WHITE SHIP. Stories. With an Introduction 
by JOHN GALSWORTHY No. 24 


“The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.’ Times 
Literary Supplement 

“Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perception for 
natural beauty.’ Nation 


KOMROFF, Manuel 
CONTEMPORARIES OF MARCO POLO No. 123 


This volume comprises the Travel Records in the Eastern parts 
of the world of William of Rubruck (1253-5), the Journey of 
John of Pian de Carpini (1245-7), the Journey of Friar Odoric 
(1318-30). They describe the marvels and wonders of Asia 
under the Khans. 


THE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO No. 59 


When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan 
Pekin had just been rebuilt. Kublai Khan was at the height of 
his glory. Polo rose rapidly in favour and became governor 
of an important district. In this way he gained first-hand 
knowledge of a great civilisation and described it with astound- 
ing accuracy and detail. 
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LAWRENCE, A. W., edited by 
CAPTIVES OF TIPU. Survivors’ Narratives No. 125 
In addition to the well-known stories of Bristow and Scurry, a 
A soldier and a seaman, who were forcibly Mohammedanised and 
retained in the service of Mysore till their escape after ten years, 
extracts are given from an officer’s diary of his close imprison- 
ment at Seringapatam. 
THE WRECK OF THE MEDUSA. The Narratives 
of Dard, Corréard and Savigny No. 163 
In 1816 a French warship ran aground upon an African reef. 
There was no immediate danger, yet mismanagement and 
aimless panic developed a series of savageries perhaps un- 
equalled in men of this civilisation. After the desertion of 
comrades and the wanton destruction of food and drink, follow 
suicide, murder and cannibalism, mutiny and calculated 
massacre, on a half-submerged and broken raft. 


LAWRENCE, D. H. 

TWILIGHT IN ITALY. Travel essays No. 19 
This volume of travel vignettes in North Italy was first pub- 
lished in 1916. In Twilight in Italy will be found all the 
freshness and vigour of outlook which made the author a force 
in literature. 


LAWSON, Henry 

WHILE THE BILLY BOILS. First Series No. 38 
These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. They 
tell of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges, 
of sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that 
is hidden in the most unpromising of human soil. 

WHILE THE BILLY BOILS. Second Series No. 39 
Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he 
writes about almost violently alive. Whether he tells of jacker- 
oos, bush children or drovers’ wives, each one lingers in the 
memory long after we have closed the book. 


LESLIE, Shane 
THE END OF A CHAPTER No. 110 
In this, his most famous book, Mr. Shane Leslie has preserved 
for future generations the essence of the pre-war epoch, its 
institutions and individuals. He writes of Eton, of the Empire, 
of Post-Victorianism, of the Politicians. .. . And whatever 
he touches upon, he brilliantly interprets. 


ie, 


LINKLATER, Eric 


WHITE-MAA’S SAGA No. 180 
“Mr. Linklater has a way with him. He has wit and insight and 
an unfamiliar background to help him. . .. What he has 


done, and done remarkably well, is to tell the plain tale of a 
young man from Orkney who, after fighting in France, tries 
to become a doctor, fails, and finds something like happiness 
in another direction.’ Sunday Times 


LITHGOW, William 


RARE ADVENTURES AND _ PAINEFULL 
PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645). Edited and 
with Introduction by B. I. LAWRENCE No. 109 


This is a book of a seventeenth-century Scotchman who walked 
over the Levant, North Africa and most of Europe, including 
Spain, where he was tortured by the Inquisition. An un- 
scrupulous man, full of curiosity, his comments are diverting 
and penetrating, his adventures remarkable. 


LUBBOCK, Percy 
EARLHAM. A portrait No. 6 


‘The book seems too intimate to be reviewed. We want to be 
allowed to read it, and to dream over it, and keep silence about 
it. His judgment is perfect, his humour is true and ready; his 
touch light and prim; his prose is exact and clean and full of 
music.’ Times 


ROMAN PICTURES. Studies No. 21 


Pictures of life as it is lived—or has been or might be lived— 
among the pilgrims and colonists in Rome of more or less 
English speech. “A book of whimsical originality and exquisite 
workmanship, and worthy of one of the best prose writers of 
our time.’ Sunday Times 


THE CRAFT OF FICTION. Critical essays No. 5 


‘No more substantial or more charming volume of criticism 
has been published in our time.’ Observer 

“To say that this is the best book on the subject is probably true; 
but it is more to the point to say that it is the only one.’ Times 
Literary Supplement 
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LYND, Robert 
BOOKS AND AUTHORS. Critical essays No. 135 
Among the modern writers we have appreciations of Mr. Max 
Beerbohm, Mr. Arnold Bennett and Mr. H. M. Tomlinson, 
while Herrick, Keats, Charles Lamb and Hawthorne are a few 
of the classical writers who are criticised in the book. 


MACDONALD, The Rt. Hon. J. Ramsay 
WANDERINGS AND EXCURSIONS. Essays No. 132 
Mr. Ramsay MacDonald has been a wide traveller and reader, 
and has an uncommon power of bringing an individual eye— 
the eye of the artist—to bear upon whatever he sees. 


MACHEN, Arthur 
DOG AND DUCK. Essays No. 15 
‘As a literary artist, Mr. Arthur Machen has few living equals, 
and that is very far indeed from being his only, or even his 
greatest, claim on the suffrages of English readers.” Sunday 
Times 


MASEFIELD, John 
CAPTAIN MARGARET. A Novel No. 35 
‘His style is crisp, curt and vigorous. He has the Stevensonian 
sea-swagger, the Stevensonian sense of beauty and poetic spirit. 
Mr. Masefield’s descriptions ring true and his characters carry 
conviction.” The Observer 


MASON, Arthur 

THE FLYING BO’SUN. A Tale No. 47 
‘What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power 
which has re-created these events so vividly that even the super- 
natural ones come with the shock and the conviction with which 
actual supernatural events might come.’ From the Introduction 
by EDWIN MUIR 

WIDE SEAS AND MANY LANDS. Reminiscences 

With an Introduction by MAURICE BARING No. 7 


‘This is an extremely entertaining, and at the same time moving, 
book. We are in the presence of a born writer. We read with 
the same mixture of amazement and delight that fills us through- 
out a Conrad novel.’ New Statesman 
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MAUGHAM, W. Somerset 
LIZA OF LAMBETH. A Tale No. 141 


ON 


Liza of Lambeth is Mr. Somerset Maugham’s first novel, and 
its publication decided the whole course of his life. For if it 
had not succeeded its author could not have turned from 
medicine to letters. The story reflects much of the experience 
which Mr. Maugham gathered when he worked in the slums 
of the East End as a doctor. 


A CHINESE SCREEN. Sketches No. 31 


A. collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset 
Maugham writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his 
characters are Chinese or European. 


THE CASUARINA TREE. Stories No. 92 


Intensely dramatic stories in which the stain of the East falls 
deeply on the lives of English men and women. On passion and 
its culminating tragedy he looks with unmoved detachment, 
ringing the changes without comment and yet with little 
cynicism. 


THE MOON AND SIXPENCE. A Novel No. gt 


“Mr. Maugham has given us a ruthless and penetrating study in 
personality with a savage truthfulness of delineation and an icy 
contempt for the heroic and the sentimental.’ The Times 


THE GENTLEMAN IN THE PARLOUR No. 179 


‘Mr. Maugham recently travelled from Rangoon by river to 
Mandalay, on horseback through the mountains and forests of 
the Shan States to Bangkok and by sea to Haiphong. Result: 
The Gentleman in the Parlour, a desultory sketch book, very 
little descriptive of the conventional “sights” but occupied, to 
our richer delight, with personal encounters and reflections by 
the way. These are the things that give every journey unique 
value; but only the artist is sufficiently aware of that to shed 
the rest and keep only them.’ HORACE THOROGOOD in the 
Evening Standard 
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MENCKEN, H. L. 
IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN No. 50 


‘All I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain 
form certain ideas that practically every civilised man and 
woman hold im petto, but that have been concealed hitherto by 
the vast mass of sentimentalities swathing the whole woman 
question.’ From the Author's Introduction 


SELECTED PREJUDICES. First Series. A Book of 
Essays. No. 8 


‘He is exactly the kind of man we are needing, an iconoclast, a 
scoffer at ideals, a critic with whips and scorpions who does 
not hesitate to deal with literary, social and political mae 
in the one slashing fashion.’ English Review 


SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series No. 60 


‘What a master of the straight left in appreciation! Everybody 
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors 
can be made exhilarating should acquire this delightful book.’ 
Morning Post 


MEREZHKOVSKY, Dmitri 


DECEMBER THE FOURTEENTH. A Novel 
Translated from the Russian by NATALIE DUDDINGTON 
With an Introduction by MARY AGNES HAMILTON No. 156 


‘It lives on its own account, and is as wildly exciting as the 
story of a conspiracy can be, but it has certain universal 
qualities. It becomes as you read, not simply an historically 
accurate picture of a particular revolt, but a picture of all 
resistance to all tyrants throughout the ages.’ DAVID GARNETT 


MEYNELL, Alice 
WAYFARING. Essays No. 133 


‘Her essays have the merit of saying just enough of the subject, 
and they can be read repeatedly. The surprise coming. from 
that combined grace of manner and sanity of thought is like 
one’s dream of what the recognition of a new truth would be.’ 
Some of the essays so described by George Meredith are here 
collected in book-form for the first time. 
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MILES, Hamish 
SELECTIONS FROM BYRON. Poetry and Prose No. 154 


Byron’s poetry, the core of his legend and so often the mirror of 
his life, is too often left unread. This selection, which includes 
some examples of his prose, is designed to show not only how 
his verse reflects the drama of Byron’s own life, but also how 
brilliantly Byron diagnosed the evils of the post-war era in 
which his stirring life was spent. 


MITCHISON, Naomi 


CLOUD CUCKOO LAND. A Novel of Sparta No. 88 


“Rich and frank in passions, and rich. too, in the detail which 
helps to make feigned life seem real.’ Times Literary Supple- 
ment 


WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS. Stories of the time 
when Rome was crumbling to ruin No. 46 


‘Interesting, delightful and fresh as morning dew. The con- 
noisseur in short stories will turn to some pages in this volume 
again and again with renewed relish.’ Times Literary Supple- 
ment 


BLACK SPARTA. Stories of Sparta and Athens No. 158 
“Her touch is sure, her description admirable. The reader gets 
a whiff of crushed thyme and of dew on dust as the author tells 
of Pindar’s poetic adventure into Thessaly.” Times 


MONTAGU, Lady Mary Wortley 


THE TRAVEL LETTERS OF LADY MARY 
WORTLEY MONTAGU. Edited by A. w. 
LAWRENCE No. 143 


In the words of Tobias Smollett: ‘These Letters will show, as 
long as the English language endures, the sprightliness of her 
wit, the solidity of her judgment, the elegance of her taste, and 
the excellence of her real character. They are so bewitchingly 
entertaining, that we defy the most phlegmatic man on earth 
to read one without going through with them.’ 
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MOORE, George 
CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN No. 76 


“Mr. Moore, true to his period and to his genius, stripped him- 
self of everything that might stand between him and the 
achievement of his artistic object. He does not ask you to 
admire this George Moore. He merely asks you to observe 
him beyond good and evil as a constant plucked from the 
bewildering flow of eternity.” HUMBERT WOLFE 


MORAND, Paul 
OPEN ALL NIGHT No. 175 


Six sketches in post-war feminine psychology. M. Morand’s 
young ladies, whether of Barcelona or Constantinople, Rome or 
Paris, Buda Pesth or Scandinavia, are all well worth meeting — 
in print. 

“The most interesting book by a young French author we 
have seen for many months.’ J. MIDDLETON MURRY in the 
Nation 

‘I must regard this book as a great literary event and a great 
literary guide in the darkness of present-day Europe.’ T. P. 
O'CONNOR in Cassell’s Weekly 


CLOSED ALL NIGHT No. 176 
The masculine pendant to Open All Night, showing the post- 
war man in Dublin, in Berlin, in Paris and in London. An 
Irish poet turned politician, an ex-officer of the Prussian 
Guard, and a Syrian who mends the complexions and repairs 
the bodies of London ladies; these and others appear in M. 
Morand’s lively pages. 

‘It is a sign of the times that M. Morand should be so naturally 
included with the immortals, but no one who has revelled in his 
peculiar talent would deny him that privilege.’ Times 


MORLEY, Christopher 
SAFETY PINS. Essays. With an Introduction by 
H. M. TOMLINSON No. 98 


_ Mr. Morley is an author who is content to move among his 
fellows, to note, to reflect, and to write genially and urbanely; 
to love words for their sound as well as for their value in ex- 


pression of thought. 
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MORLEY, Christopher 
THUNDER ON THE LEFT. A Novel No. 90 
‘It is personal to every reader, it will become for every one a 
reflection of himself. I fancy that here, as always where work 
is fine and true, the author has created something not as he 
would but as he must, and is here an interpreter of a world 
more wonderful than he himself knows.’ HUGH WALPOLE 


WHERE THE BLUE BEGINS. A Fantasy No. 74 
‘Mr. Morley is a master of consequent inconsequence. His 
humour and irony are excellent, and his satire is only the more 
salient for the delicate and ingenuous fantasy in which it is set.’ 
Manchester Guardian 


MURRAY «oe. 

CANDLES AND CRINOLINES. Essays No. 149 
Mr. Murray’s sub-acid Tory satisfaction enlivens the historical 
essays, his sanity and penetration make memorable the books he 
discusses, while the unfailing charm of his style suffuses the 
reader of his miscellaneous pieces with mood and sentiment 
such as might be evolved from the glow of candles upon crino- 
lines. 


MURRAY, Max 
THE WORLD’S BACK DOORS. Adventures. With 
an Introduction by HECTOR BOLITHO No. 61 
His journey round the world was begun with about enough 
money to buy one meal, and continued for 66,000 miles. There 
are periods as a Jongshoreman and as a sailor, and a Chinese 
guard and a night watchman, and as a hobo. 


MURRY, J. Middleton 
THE EVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL No. 62 
These essays were written during and immediately after che 
Great War. The author says that they record the painful stages 
by which he passed from the so-called intellectual state to the 
state of being what he now considers to be a reasonable man. 


DISCOVERIES No. 152 
These essays are an attempt to make plain some of the under- 
lying motives of great literature. Shakespeare holds the chief 
place in the book. In the essays on Tchehow and Russian Litera- 
ture; on Herman Melville and American Poetry; on Marcel 
Proust—the same fundamental pre-occupation, to discover 
la vraie vie, is shown at work. 
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NICHOLS, Beverley 


TWENTY-FIVE. An Autobiography No. 147 
‘I have read every word of it. It has life and good nature. It is 
full of fun—written with an easy, vivid English.” SOMERSET 
MAUGHAM in The Sunday Times 


O’DONNELL, Peadar 
ISLANDERS No. 189 

‘Mr. Peadar O’Donnell has, as Mr. Robert Lynd truly says, 
brought a family to life in his novel Islanders... . The 
curtain is lifted on the rough heroic struggle for existence of a 
community of Irish fishermen off the western coast, and we are 
privileged for a brief space to join them in their griefs and 
pleasures as one of themselves. . . . It is excellent to find a 
book in which there is no more straining after effect than there 
is in the best of Wordsworth’s sonnets. There is no hint of 
mere cleverness from beginning to end.’ Daily Telegraph 


O’FLAHERTY, Liam 
SPRING SOWING. Stories No. 26 
‘Nothing seems to escape Mr. O’Flaherty’s eye; his brain turns 
all things to drama; and his vocabulary is like a river in spate. 
Spring Sowing is a book to buy, or to borrow, or, yes, to steal.’ 
Bookman 


THE BLACK SOUL. A Novel No. 99 
‘The Black Soul overwhelms one like a storm. . . . Nothing 
like it has been written by any Irish writer.’ ‘#E’ in The Irish 
Statesman 


THE INFORMER A Novel No. 128 
This realistic novel of the Dublin underworld is generally con- 
ceded to be Mr. O’Flaherty’s most outstanding book. It is to 
be produced as a film by British International Pictures, who 
regard it as one of the most ambitious of their efforts. 


TWO YEARS No. 190 
Although it is a true autobiography this book reads like 
fiction, carrying one at incredible speed from one country to 
another, through multitudes of (very) odd jobs, in and out of 
brothels, taverns and dens of vice. The writer finds time between 
accounts of his extraordinary adventures to pass judgment on 
practically everything discussed on a golf course, in a United 
Services Club or in a Bloomsbury Studio. 
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O’NEILL, Eugene 
THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES, AND OTHER 
PLAYS OF THE SEA. With an Introduction by 
ST. JOHN ERVINE No. 116 
“Mr. O'Neill is immeasurably the most interesting man of letters 
that America has produced since the death of Walt Whitman.’ 
From the Introduction 


O’SHAUGHNESSY, Edith 
VIENNESE MEDLEY. A Novel No. 51 
‘It is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave 
or poignant humour, in a very beautiful book, which no lover of 
fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its 
writer definitely in the first rank of living English novelists.’ 
Sunday Times 


PATER, Walter 
MARIUS THE EPICUREAN No. 23 
Walter Pater was at the same time a scholar of wide sympathies 
and a master of the English language. He describes with rare 
delicacy of feeling and insight the religious and philosophic 
tendencies of the Roman Empire at the time of Antoninus Pius 
as they affected the mind and life of the story’s hero. 


THE RENAISSANCE No. 63 
This English classic contains studies of those ‘supreme artists’ 
Michelangelo and Da Vinci, and of Botticelli, Della Robia, 
Mirandola, and others, who ‘have a distinct faculty of their 
own by which they convey to us a peculiar quality of pleasure 
which we cannot get elsewhere.’ 


PICKTHALL, Marmaduke 
ORIENTAL ENCOUNTERS No. 103 
In Oriental Encounters, Mr. Pickthall relives his earlier man- 
hood’s discovery of Arabia and sympathetic encounters with 
the Eastern mind. He is one of the few travellers who really 
bridges the racial gulf. 


POWELL, Sydney Walter 
THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER No. 64 
Throwing up a position in the Civil Service in Natal because he 
preferred movement and freedom to monotony and security, the 
author started his wanderings by enlisting in an Indian Ambu- 
lance Corps in the South African War. Afterwards he wandered 
all over the world. 
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POWYS, Llewelyn 
BLACK LAUGHTER No. 127 
Black Laughter is a kind of Robinson Crusoe of the continent of 
Africa. You actually share the sensations of a sensitive and 
artistic nature suddenly transplanted from a peaceful English 
village into the heart of Africa. 


PROWSE, R. O. 
A GIFT OF THE DUSK. With an Introduction by 
J. MIDDLETON MURRY No. 178 

The scene is a retreat among Swiss mountains, a place of sun- 
light and a place of exile, the life of which is depicted as it is 
really lived beneath the blinds of the sunlit balconies. It is the 
story of two people who, in a companionship intimate as their 
loneliness, poignant as their need, discover the gift that the 
dusk of their lives has to give. 


RANSOME, Arthur 
RACUNDRA’S FIRST CRUISE No. 65 

‘His experiences and adventures in fair and dirty weather, the 
places he visited, the primitive life of the Esthonian islanders, 
some extraordinarily beautiful anecdotes, and the charm and 
humour of Mr. Ransome’s writing, form a book of which there 
is little more to be said than that it is delightful—a pleasure to 
read from beginning to end.’ The Spectator 


READE, Winwood 
THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN No. 66 

‘Few sketches of universal history by one single author have 
been written. One book that has influenced me very strongly 
is The Martyrdom of Man. This “dates,” as people say nowa- 
days, and it has a fine gloom of its own; but it is still an extra- 
ordinarily inspiring presentation of human history as one 
consistent process.’ H. G. WELLS in An Outline of History 


REYNOLDS, Stephen 
A POOR MAN’S HOUSE No. 93 
Vivid and intimate pictures of a Devonshire fisherman’s life. 
“Compact, harmonious, without a single—I won't say false— 
but uncertain note, true in aim, sentiment and expression, pre- 
cise and imaginative, never precious, but containing here and 
there an absolutely priceless phrase. . . .” JOSEPH CONRAD 
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RIESENBERG, Felix 
SHIPMATES. Seafaring portraits No. 107 


A collection of intimate character-portraits of men with whom 
the author has sailed on many voyages. The sequence of studies 
blends into a fascinating panorama of living characters. 


ROBERTS, Captain George 
_A SERIES OF UNCOMMON EVENTS No. 40 

The Manner of his being taken by Three Pyrate Ships which, 
after having plundered him, and detained him 10 Days, put 
him aboard his own Sloop, without Provisions, Water, etc. 
The Hardships he endur’d for above 20 Days, ’till he arriv’d at 
the Island of St. Nicholas, from whence he was blown off to Sea; 
and after Four Days of Difficulty and Distress, was Ship- 
*wreck’d on the Unfrequented Island of St. John. 


ROBINSON, James Harvey 
THE MIND IN THE MAKING. An Essay No. 9 

‘For me, I think James Harvey Robinson is going to be almost 
as important as was Huxley in my adolescence, and William 
James in later years. It is a cardinal book. I question whether 
in the long run people may not come to it, as making a new 
initiative into the world’s thoughts and methods.’ From the 
Introduction by H. G. WELLS 


ROSEBERY, The Earl of 
NAPOLEON: THE LAST PHASE No. 96 
Of books and memoirs about Napoleon there is indeed no end, 
but of the veracious books such as this there are remarkably few. 


It aims to penetrate the deliberate darkness which surrounds the 
last act of the Napoleonic drama. 


RUTHERFORD, Mark 


THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK RUTHER- 

FORD. With an Introduction by . w. MASSINGHAM No. 67 
Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture, 
this book has always had a curious grip upon the affections of 
its readers. An English Amiel, inheriting to his comfort an 
English Old Crome landscape, he freed and strengthened. his 
own spirit as he will his reader’s. 
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RUTHERFORD, Mark 
THE DELIVERANCE No. 68 
Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten. 
But he is not yet approached through the highways of English 
letters. To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attrac- 
tive than the pure and serene atmosphere of thought in which 
his art moyes. 


THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER’S LANE No. 69 
‘Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imagina- 
tive genius of the highest order. To my mind, our fiction con- 
tains no more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in its 
recurring emotional contrast of excitement and repose more 
valuable to the historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative 
reader.’ H. W. MASSINGHAM 


SHELVOCKE, Captain George 
A ,PRIVATEER’S VOYAGE ROUND THE 

WORLD. With aspersions upon him by WILLIAM 

BETAGH. Edited by A. W. LAWRENCE No. 142 
A book of 1726, well known as the source of the albatross 
incident and other passages in the ‘Ancient Mariner’; it de- 
scribes the exploits of a private ship of war on the coasts of 
South America, its wreck on the Crusoe island of Juan 
Fernandez, and the subsequent adventures of its company in 
various parts of the Pacific. 


SITWELL, Constance 
FLOWERS AND ELEPHANTS. With an Intro- 
duction by E. M. FORSTER No. 115 


Mrs. Sitwell has known India well, and has filled her pages with 
many vivid little pictures, and with sounds and scents. But it is 
the thread on which her impressions are strung that is so 
fascinating, a thread so delicate and rare that the slightest 
clumsiness in definition would snap it. 


SMITH, Pauline 
THE BEADLE. A Novel of South Africa No. 129 
‘A story of great beauty, and told with simplicity and tender- 
ness that makes it linger in the memory. It is a notable contribu- 
tion to the literature of the day.’ Morning Post 
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SMITH, Pauline 
THE LITTLE KAROO. Stories of South Africa 
With an Introduction by ARNOLD BENNETT No. 104 
‘Nothing like this has been written about South African life 
since Olive Schreiner and her Story of an African Farm took the 
literary world by storm.’ The Daily Telegraph 


SQUIRE, J. C. 
THE GRUB STREET NIGHTS ENTERTAIN- 

MENTS No. 102 
Stories of literary life, told with a breath of fantasy and gaily 
ironic humour. Each character lives, and is the more lively for 
its touch of caricature. 


SULLIVAN, J. W.N. 

ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series No. 70 
Although they deal with different aspects of various scientific 
ideas the papers which make up this volume do illustrate, more 
or less, one point of view. This book tries to show one or two 
of the many reasons why science may be interesting for people 
who are not specialists as well as for those who are. 


SYMONS, Arthur 
PLAYS, ACTING AND MUSIC No. 113 
This book deals mainly with music and with the various arts 
of the stage. Mr. Arthur Symons shows how each art has its 
own laws, its own limits; these it is the business of the critic 
jealously to distinguish. Yet in the study of art as art it should 
be his endeavour to master the universal science of beauty. 


WILLIAM BLAKE. A critical study No. 94 
When Blake spoke the first word of the nineteenth century there 
was none to hear it; and now that his message has penetrated 
the world, and is slowly remaking it, few are conscious of the 
man who first voiced it. This lack of knowledge is remedied 
in Mr. Symons’s work. 


‘TCHEKOFF, Anton 
TWO PLAYS: The Cherry Orchard and The Sea Gull. 

Translated by GEORGE CALDERON No. 33 
Tchekoff had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the in- 
congruity between the actual disorder of the world with the 
underlying order. He habitually mingled tragedy (which is 
life seen close at hand) with comedy (which is life seen at a dis- 
tance). His plays are tragedies with the texture of comedy. 
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THOMAS, Edward 
A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND No. 95 
A book about the homes and resorts of English writers, from 
John Aubrey, Cowper, Gilbert White, Cobbett, Wordsworth, 
Burns, Borrow and Lamb, to Swinburne, Stevenson, Meredith, 
W. H. Hudson and H. Belloc. 


THE POCKET BOOK OF POEMS AND SONGS 
FOR THE OPEN AIR No. 97 
This anthology is meant to please those lovers of poetry and the 
country who like a book that can always lighten some of their 
burdens or give wings to their delight, whether in the open air 
by day, or under the roof at evening; in it is gathered much of 
the finest English poetry. 


TURGENEYV, Ivan 


FATHERS AND CHILDREN. Translated by 
CONSTANCE GARNETT No. 83 
“As a piece of art, Fathers and Children is the most powerful of 
all Turgenev’s works. The figure of Bazarov is not only the 
political centre of the book, but a figure in which the eternal 
tragedy of man’s impotence and insignificance is realised in 
scenes of a most ironical human drama.’ EDWARD GARNETT 


ON THE EVE. Translated by CONSTANCE GARNETT No. 82 
On the Eve is a quiet work, yet over which the growing con- 
sciousness of coming events casts its heavy shadow. Turgenev, 
even as he sketched the ripening love of a young girl, has made 
us feel the dawning aspirations of a nation. 


SMOKE. Translated by CONSTANCE GARNETT No. 84 
In this novel Turgenev sees and reflects, even in the shifting 
phases of political life, that which is universal in human nature. 
His work is compassionate, beautiful, unique; in the sight of 
his fellow-craftsmen always marvellous and often perfect. 


VERGA, Giovanni ; 
MASTRO-DON GESUALDO. A Novel. Trans- 
lated by D. H. LAWRENCE No. 71 
Verga, who died in 1922, is recognised as one of the greatest of 
Italian writers of fiction. “It is a fine full tale, a fine full picture 
of life, with a bold beauty of its own which Mr. Lawrence must 
have relished greatly as he translated it.’ Observer 
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VERGA, Giovanni 
CAVALLERIA RUSTICANA ; No. 173 

Giovanni Verga, a Sicilian, died in 1922. His work is of the 
blood and salt of Sicily. Practically all serious Italian critics 
regard Verga as the greatest of Italian writers of fiction with 
the single exception of Manzoni. As far as style goes, Verga 
aims to be unliterary, to be close to the spoken language of his 
characters. The story is the original upon which Mascagni’s 
opera was written. 


VOIGT, Fo A. 
COMBED OUT No. 122 
This account of life in the army in 1917-18, both at home and in 
France, is written with a telling incisiveness. The author does 
not indulge in an unnecessary word, but packs in just the right 
details with an intensity of feeling that is infectious. 


WATERS, W. G. 

TRAVELLER’S JOY. An Anthology No. 106 
This anthology has been selected for publication in the 
Travellers’ Library from among the many collections of verse 
because of its suitability for the traveller, particularly the 
summer and autumn traveller, who would like to carry with 
him some store of literary provender. 


WELLS, H. G. 
CHRISTINA ALBERTA’S FATHER. A Novel. No. 100 
‘At first reading the book is utterly beyond criticism; all the 
characters are delightfully genuine.’ Spectator 
‘Brimming over with Wellsian insight, humour and invention. 
No one but Mr. Wells could have written the whole book and 
given it such a verve and sparkle.’ Westminster Gazette 


THE DREAM. A Novel No. 20 
‘It is the richest, most generous and absorbing thing that Mr. 
Wells has given us for years and years.’ Daily News 
‘I find this book as close to being magnificent as any book that I 
have ever read. It is full of inspiration and life.’ Daily Graphic 


WHARTON, Edith 
IN MOROCCO No. 41 
Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils 
through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and 
Atlas snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud- > 
drifts. 
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WHARTON, Edith 
ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS No. 114 
Mrs. Wharton’s perception of beauty and her grace of writing 
are matters of general acceptance. Her book gives us pictures 
of mountains and rivers, monks, nuns and saints. 


WHITAKER, Malachi 
FROST IN APRIL No. 181 
‘This collection of short stories, impressions, incidents and 
mere notes about life has a number of things to recommend 
it—variety, sincerity, a feeling for beauty and a sort of eager- 
ness that is refreshing.’ Times Literary Supplement 


WITHERS, Percy 


FRIENDS IN SOLITUDE. With an Introduction by 

LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE No. 13 
Percy Withers, who lived for many years in the Lake Country, 
selects certain of the dale folk to tell in their own fashion so 
much the manner of men they are, so much of their life-story, 
of its prosperities, endurances, pathos, as may make the picture 
of his own experience more complete and give to it a more 
human significance. 


IN A CUMBERLAND DALE. With an Introduction 
by LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE No. 193 

*. . . The book is a diary of delights, the delights that a mind 
humane and sensitive, well-stored and unfatigued, can derive 
from liberty to trace at leisure the ‘‘bright and intricate device 
of days and seasons”’ in a treasure-house of beauty like the Lake 
District. . . . A man must know the district extraordinarily 
well, and have rare openness and nicety of vision, who can read 
the book without learning many things which he had never 
seen there. Ihe writing of it, always good, is often very good 
indeed.’ C. E. MONTAGUE in the Manchester Guardian 


ZANGWILL, Israel 
THE KING OF SCHNORRERS No. 164 
Humour of a rich and active character pervades the delightful 
history of Menhasseh, the magnificently autocratic king of 
Schnorrers, or Jewish beggars, who, dressed in his dirty rags, 
was as haughty in demanding charity as in accepting it. 
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The Life and Letters Series has been reviewed 
‘by Mr. Frank Swinnerton in The Evening 
News thus: 


‘The first volumes of this new and handsome 
series should meet the most modern taste. 
Here in beautiful light form are books which 
have all been previously published within the 
last three or four years at much higher prices. 


‘Of the first titles every one is the kind of 
work to make any keen reader say to himself, “I wish I 
could afford that! If it were cheaper I’d buy it!” 


“With the price 4s. 6d. a volume, the appearance handsome 
and very agreeable, The Life and Letters Series can be 
afforded. The bargain will be a good one.’ 


ANTHONY, Katharine 
CATHERINE THE GREAT. With a Frontispiece No. 13 
‘This lively and well-written study is a judicious treatment of a 
temperament and a reputation, and the whole book is a contri- 
bution to the study, not only of Catherine the Great, but of a 
significant period in Russian history.’ Time and Tide 


BELLOC, Hilaire 
A CONVERSATION WITH AN ANGEL No. 27 
In this volume of essays Mr. Belloc well maintains his usual 
high level of pungent and witty writing. His subjects are 
varied as they are diverting, and include pages on poverty, 
academic hate and epigrams, on Renan, Gibbon and Macaulay, 
on witchcraft, pavement artists and bridges. 


HOW THE REFORMATION HAPPENED No. 50 
“This book is well worth reading. . . . Mr. Belloc has mar- 
shalled the events of the Reformation into significant intervals 
and order and charged his narrative so richly with ideas that 
an old and complex story has become fresh and lucid.’ 
Manchester Guardian 
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BERCOVICI, Konrad 


THE STORY OF THE GYPSIES. [Illustrated from 
photographs by £. 0. HOPPE No. rr 


“The author of this fascinating book has not only made re- 
searches into the history of this people but has also lived, 
travelled and been entertained by them. Though it would be 
extravagant to say that he had the genius of George Borrow, 
it is certain that he has more respect for the truth and for 
scholarly fact than had that great though erratic man.’ Listener 


BIRKENHEAD, The late Earl of, edited by 


THE ADVENTURES OF RALPH RASHLEIGH 
(a penal exile in Australia 1825-1844). Illustrated from 
facsimile pages of the original MS. No. 20 


This book reveals, through the sufferings and vicissitudes of a 
single convict transported to New South Wales for burglary, a 
vivid picture of the conditions under which the penal code was 
administered less than a hundred years ago. 


BONE, James 
THE LONDON PERAMBULATOR. _ Illustrated 
with drawings by MUIRHEAD BONE No. 23 


‘The quiet humour of the writer and hand of the artist go 
together to present the majesty, the beauty, the variety, the 
oddity of London in a book one would not soon tire of 
praising.” Times Literary Supplement 


BROWNLEE, Frank 
CAISLVE SPHTEr No. 32 

This is the life story of a South African native. In its divination 
of the native mind the book is a little masterpiece. More than 
this, the exploits of Ntsukumbini, a member of a family of 
professional stock thieves, his outwitting of the police, his 
experiences in the gold mines, his loves and sorrows, make 
really good reading. 


37 


BUTLER, Samuel 
EREWHON. A Satire. Illustrated with woodcuts by 
ROBERT GIBBINGS No. 16 
‘To lash the age, to ridicule vain pretensions, to expose 
hypocrisy, to deride humbug in education, politics and religion, 
are tasks beyond most men’s powers; but occasionally, very 
occasionally, a bit of genuine satire secures for itself more than 
a passing nod of recognition. Hrewhon is such a satire. . 
The best of its kind since Gulliver's Travels.’ AUGUSTINE 
BIRRELL 
ALPS AND SANCTUARIES. Illustrated with two 
maps No. 25 
‘Alps and Sanctuaries is essentially a holiday book, and no one 
ever enjoyed a holiday more keenly than Butler. Here we 
see him in his most unbuttoned mood, giving the rein to his 
high spirits and letting his fantastic humour carry him 
whither it would.’ From the Introduction by R. A. STREATFEILD 


CUMMINGS, E. E. 
THE ENORMOUS ROOM. With a Frontispiece 

portrait of the Author, and an Introduction by 

ROBERT GRAVES No. 2 
‘He reveals himself as a man of sensibility and fortitude, and 
he writes always with such good taste that I do not think any- 
one reading his book, could feel otherwise than that it is the 
work of a rare, fine spirit.” Sunday Times 


DARK, Sidney 
FIVE DEANS. With five illustrations No. 26 

“The five Deans’ drawn and characterised in this book are 
Colet, Donne, Swift, Stanley, and Inge. ... It is extra- 
ordinarily brilliant, carrying the reader on with unflagging 
interest from beginning to end. The writer is gifted with a 
sure instinctive capacity to exclude the dull and the heavy, and 
to include the humanly interesting and attractive.’ The Church 
Times 


DAVIES, W. H. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SUPER-TRAMP. 
Illustrated from four portraits of the Author and an 
Introduction by GEORGE BERNARD SHAW No. 6 

‘I recommend this most remarkable Autobiography of a 
Super-Tramp to your special attention.” GEORGE BERNARD 
SHAW 
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DE KRUIF, Paul 

MICROBE HUNTERS. Illustrated by four portraits No. 3 
This book captures for the reader something of the intellectual 
excitement and romance associated with the works of the 
greater scientists. 

HUNGER FIGHTERS No. 45 
‘The best detective thriller is no more exciting than this story 
of the fight of a dozen North Americans, farmers and scientists, 
to guard the food supply of a quarter of the world. It is written 
in the choicest modern American, racy and “high-pressured,” 
and it is intensely dramatic. Mr. de Kruif writes about men , 
most of them holding Government positions at small salaries, 
who fought steadily and patiently year after year, to find wheat 
that would grow in wind, drought and frost, and seed maize 
that would produce eighty bushels instead of forty.’ Yorkshire 
Post 


DIMNET, Ernest 
THE BRONTE SISTERS. With four Illustrations No. 19 

The Bronté Sisters is an ideal co-mingling of critical biography 
and literary criticism. With great tenderness, with much sym- 
pathy, but with rigid intellectual honesty, the author recreates 
for us the parsonage and its inhabitants, and brings especially to 
the mentality of Charlotte and Emily Bronté a fresh analytical 
talent. 


DOUGHTY, Charles M. 
PASSAGES FROM ARABIA DESERTA. Selected 
by EDWARD GARNETT. With a Frontispiece No. 21 
‘Charles Montagu Doughty was one of the great men of our 
day, the author of a unique prose masterpiece. For many 
readers it is a book so majestic, so vital, of such incomparable 
beauty of thought, of observation, and of diction as to occupy 
a place apart among their most cherished literary possessions.’ 


Observer 
EDINGER, George, and NEEP, E. J. C. 
HORATIO NELSON. With four illustrations No. 44 


The British Nation has set Nelson on such a high pedestal in 
Trafalgar Square that nobody can see what he looks like, and 
biographers have always held their telescopes to the blind eye. 
The story of Lord Nelson is the story of the greatest conspiracy 
of silence of the last hundred and fifty years and is among the 
great love tragedies of the world. 
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FOAKES-JACKSON, F. J. 
THE LIFE OF SAINT PAUL No. 48 


“Dr. Foakes-Jackson succeeds in giving an impressive account 
of the Apostle’s work and its results on Christianity’s life and 
faith. He emphasizes the human interest in the career and 
character of one of the most remarkable personalities in history. 
- . . The work is intended for readers who desire to gain a 
clear conception of the special contribution made by St. Paul 
to Christianity, and the conditions in which it was made.’ 
Times 


GRAVES, Robert 
GOOD-BYE TO ALL THAT. With eight illustrations No. 22 


‘Good-bye to all That is a very good book, both picturesque 
and honest, and excellently written. Robert Graves is a fine 
poet—none better to-day, in my view. All poets write good 
prose, and he does... . It is the sincere and convincing 
expression of a distinguished individuality.” ARNOLD BENNETT 


HENDY > "E.2W, 


WILD EXMOOR THROUGH THE YEAR No. 37 


“Mr. Hendy is one of the best writers among our naturalists, 
with abundant and intimate knowledge of his country and its 
wild inhabitants. There must be many people who will find 
this their book; now that we have lost our old freedom of 
passage across country, with the rights of way curtailed or 
quietly filched almost everywhere, Exmoor and Dartmoor 
mean more than ever.’ EDWARD THOMPSON in The Observer 


HINDUS, Maurice 
HUMANITY UPROOTED No. 41 


‘I have just read your book. It answers a score of questions I’ve 
been asking about Russia and a score of others I should have 
asked had I known enough to ask them. It is as illuminating 
and exciting as it is convincing. I’ve learnt more from it than 
I have from any other book I’ve read for years.’ From a letter 
to the author bv MR. H. G. WELLS 
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HORN, Alfred Aloysius 
TRADER HORN (The Ivory Coast in the Earlies). 
Edited by ETHELREDA LEWIs. With an Introduction 
by JOHN GALSWoRTHY. Illustrated with portraits No. 4 
“This is a gorgeous book, more full of sheer stingo than any 
you are likely to come across in a day’s march among the book- 
shops of wherever you may be.’ From MR. JOHN GALSWORTHY’S 
Introduction 
THE WATERS OF AFRICA. Edited by 
ETHELREDA LEWIS No. 28 
Even more mysterious than the cannibals and shadowy rivers 
of Western Africa is the East Coast of fifty years ago with its 
magic island of Madagascar and its island-sewn Mozambique 
Channel. Here, as in his other book, the famous conversations 
of Horn with his editor amplify the old man’s narrative. 


HUDDLESTON, Sisley 
LOUIS XIV: IN LOVE AND WAR. With twelve 
illustrations No. 46 
Mr. Huddleston, in his reconstruction of the dramatic events 
of the Grand Siécle, endeavours to explain the springs of Louis’ 
conduct; and he takes a novel view of the resplendent Monarch. 
The story is told with dramatic force. His love affairs with 
Marie Mancini, with Henrietta, sister of Charles II of England, 
with the gentle La Valliére, are freshly related. Altogether, 
it is a stirring study of a remarkable period of modern history. 


JACKSON, Holbrook 
THE EIGHTEEN NINETIES. With twenty-six 
illustrations No. 17 
“The curious investigator of the future will always be able to 
see the period’s main outlines, and to find them clearly traced 
in Mr. Holbrook Jackson’s animated and attractive pages.’ 
The Daily Telegraph 


KURLBAUM-SIEBERT, Margarete 

MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. With four illustrations No. 43 
“This book gives a vivid picture of the bloody turmoil of the 
time: passionate loyalties and black treacheries, the pageantry 
and the squalor, the scheming and the futility, of dying 
Feudalism, ‘There is the enigmatic beauty, sweetness and 
horror of Queen “Hone Pot,” there is Elizabeth of England, 
her hard rival, and there is the mighty Earl of Bothwell.’ 
Daily News 
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LANGDON-DAVIES, John 
A SHORT HISTORY OF WOMEN No. 42 
A most readable and reasonable book in which the author 
traces the ideas and theories which have been held about the 
position of women and the treatment which has been meted out 
to them during the last six thousand years. 


LEY EG Vits.. ©..83 
THE MAGIC OF HERBS No. 34 


‘Mrs. Leyel has gone deep into her subject and has brought 
back wonders from the earliest dawn of science and from all 
parts of the world . . . treasures of curious and useful informa- 
tion purged of their dross are presented, not too methodically 
and yet methodically enough.’ Manchester Guardian 


LUBBOCK, Percy 
EARLHAM. With a Frontispiece No. 7 


“The book seems too intimate to be reviewed. We want to be 
allowed to read it, and to dream over it, and keep silence about 
it. His judgment is perfect, his humour is true and ready; 
his touch light and prim; his prose is exact and clean and full 
of music.’ Times 


SHADES OF ETON No. 30 


The author was at Eton in the "nineties of the last century. To 
those years belong the figures and scenes recalled in this book— 
in which they appear as they seemed to a boy, and in which an 
attempt is made to measure the effect of Eton on a boy’s 
imagination. Warre himself, F. W. Warre-Cornish and his 
wife, H. E. Luxmoore and A. C. Benson were among those 
who counted most deeply in that impression; these and other 
figures familiar to Etonians of that time are sketched in detail. 


LUDWIG, Emil 
GENIUS AND CHARACTER. Illustrated by six- 
teen portraits No. 9 

“As in his longer biographies, it is the dramatic values of motive 
and action he seeks, the flashes of illumination in the chiaroscuro 
investing a lonely figure. This is not a ponderous book; it is a 
series of vivacious and sometimes very moving studies.’ The 
Spectator 
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MAYO, Katherine 
MOTHER INDIA. Illustrated No. 5 


“It is certainly the most fascinating, the most devastating, and at 
the same time the most important and truthful book that has 
been written about India for a good deal more than a genera- 
tion.’ New Statesman 


McCURDY, Edward 
THE MIND OF LEONARDO DA VINCI No. 31 

Mr. McCurdy has made a special study of the manuscript and 
notebooks of Leonardo, a selection of which he edited. He 
attempts here a biographical study of Leonardo in which the 
subject’s mind and mentality is the selective factor. The book 
is in three parts and deals with the period of his life at Florence, 
at Milan, and during the years of his wandering. 


MEYNELL, Viola 
ALICE MEYNELL. With eleven illustrations No. 47 
“Miss Viola Meynell’s Memoir of her mother, Alice Meynell, is 
a beautiful book. It was a difficult task to do justice to that 
most noble woman, with her many talents—poet, critic, 
journalist and—no less giftedly—wife, mother and friend. 
But it has been worthily done. The reader will be grateful for 
the liberal quotations from Mrs. Meynell’s poetry and literary 
criticism. They enrich the Memoir greatly.’ Evening Standard 


MUIR, Edwin 
JOHN KNOX. Illustrated by four portraits No. 12 
The study is not concerned with the truth or the falsehood of 
Calvinism. but rather presents the Calvinist in all his activities 
from the greatest to the most trifling, and shows his creed 
working out, here in heroic and there in ridiculous form. 


MURRY, J. Middleton 
SON OF WOMAN No. 40 

‘A very detailed exposition of the life-work of D. H. Lawrence, 
and it would be impossible—I will say that—to find a better 
interpretation. It will be indispensable to any future historian 
of this prophetic period: Mr. Murry was a great friend of 
Lawrence, and is excellently placed to tell us exactly the 
significance of every fresh development in this gospel.’ 
WYNDHAM LEWIS in Time and Tide 


43 


NILES, Blair 
CONDEMNED TO DEVIL’S ISLAND. The 
biography of a French Convict. Illustrated from 
drawings by B. K. MORRIS No. 10 


Mrs. Blair Niles is the first woman to have been allowed to 
visit the most notorious Devil’s Island since it became a penal 
colony. She describes this penal settlement in the person of a 
young French burglar, and tells an almost unbearable tale 
of thousands of men starved of hope and leisure. 


POWYS, John Cowper 
THE MEANING OF CULTURE No. 33 


‘Here in a dozen chapters of eloquent and glowing prose, 
Mr. Powys describes for every reader that citadel which is 
himself and explains to him how it may be strengthened and 
upheld and on what terms it is most worth upholding.’ 
Manchester Guardian 


RANDELL, Captain Jack 
?M ALONE. With eight illustrations No. 49 


“Back and forth across the world since he was a small boy has 
Jack Randell sought adventure, and on sea and land he has 
found it. Modestly but vigorously he tells his life story, from 
the time he signed as an A.B. at the age of sixteen until over 
thirty years later the rum runner I’m Alone was sunk under him 
by a U.S. Revenue cutter. . . . Here apparently, is a man 
who runs into a perilous adventure whatever his job, and, 
what is more, thoroughly enjoys it. There can be very few 
with such a record.’ Daily Telegraph \ 


RANSOME, Arthur 
ROD AND LINE No. 38 


‘Rod and Line must be placed in the front rank of contemporary 
angling literature, both for its insight into the “‘sunset hues’’ 
through which most of us see our sport (in reminiscence), and 
for its literary excellence. It possesses, too, just that touch of 
whimsical humour with which most of us (again in reminis- 
cence) clothe the nakedness of those distressing times which 
confirm us in our conviction that Job was no fisherman.’ Field 
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READ, Herbert | 
WORDSWORTH No. 35 
“This study of Wordsworth is to me a landmark in English 
criticism such as we have not had since the Biographia Literaria. 
. If ever I recognized great work, proclaimed by its own 
strength and simplicity, here is such.” RICHARD CHURCH in the 
Spectator 


SHAND, P. Morton 
A BOOK OF FOOD No. 8 
Dr. Johnson said: ‘Most people have a foolish way of not 
minding, or pretending not to mind, what they eat. For my 
own part I mind my belly most studiously and very carefully; 
for I look upon it that he who does not mind his belly will 
hardly mind anything else.’ 


SIEGFRIED, André 
AMERICA COMES OF AGE. A French Analysis. 
Illustrated by eight mapsand diagrams. Translated from 
the French by H. H. HEMMING and DORIS HEMMING No. 1 
‘It is a brilliant study of the most important, and in some ways 
the most interesting, though certainly not the loveliest, nation 
on earth. THE VERY REV. DEAN W. R. INGE 


SULLIVAN, J. W. N. 
BEETHOVEN, His spiritual development. Illustrated No. 15 
“Few men are better qualified to write a study of Beethoven 
than Mr, J. W. N. Sullivan. . . . The Spectator 
‘It is a striking merit of Mr. Sullivan’s book that it explains 
Beethoven to the unmusical philosopher.’ The New Statesman 


TAYLOR, G. R. Stirling 
SEVEN NINETEENTH-CENTURY STATESMEN Wo. 39 

‘This vivid book . . . has the virtues of penetration, skilful 
arrangement, clear purpose, a lively style. It makes an excellent 
summary of the political history of England during most of the 
nineteenth century . . . it has not a dull page; the author has 
a keen eye for character, and an enviable gift for presentation.’ 
OSBERT BURDETT in the Observer 
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WALLAS, Graham 
THE ART OF THOUGHT No. 24 
A book written with the practical purpose of helping the 
apprentice thinker to become a competent craftsman. The 
author examines the proposition that the human mind is 
‘actuated by instinct, but instrumented by reason,’ and suggests 
its application to our own thought. 


WEST, Rebecca 
THE STRANGE NECESSITY: Critical Essays No. 18 
Miss Rebecca West’s book is a sequence of challenging studies 
of modern books and authors. The Strange Necessity—Art— 
which is so inclusive of opposites. Speculating on this brings 
Miss West to an analysis of literature, and the discovery of a 
double and vital function which it fulfils for man. 


WILLIAMS-ELLIS, Clough & Amabel 


THE PLEASURES OF ARCHITECTURE. 

Illustrated from drawings and photographs No. 14 
This book will bring enlightenment and entertainment to those 
who like a well-built house or office building when they see it, 
but are not quite sure as to the reasons why they like it. 


WOOELEYS "Cais 

DEAD TOWNS AND LIVING MEN No. 29 
Dead Towns and Living Men describes the training that goes to 
make a fully equipped archzologist, the sort of places, usually 
far away from the beaten track, that he lives in, and the sort of 
men, usually ignorant and sometimes half-civilised, whom he 
must control and live with. Archeology as a satisfying human 
adventure has never been better described than in this book. 


WRIGHT, Eugene 
THE GREAT HORN SPOON No. 36 
‘In The Great Horn Spoon a young American has presented us 
with a travel book that is really worth reading . . . it is alive 
. . » he writes with gusto, he carries us along with him, makes 


us feel hot and cold, fearful or exultant, conjures up jungles 
and deserts for us.’ J. B. PRIESTLEY 
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THE NOVELS OF RADCLYFFE HALL, .uniform 
edition. Small cr. 8vo. Black cloth, fully gilt. 5s. net 


a volume. 


THE UNLIT LAMP 
ADAM’S BREED 


THE NOVELS OF SINCLAIR LEWIS, Nobel Prize 
edition. Mr. Sinclair Lewis was awarded the Nobel Prize 
for literature in 1930. Uniform edition. Small cr. 8vo. 
Red cloth, fully gilt. 5s. net a volume. 


BABBITT 
THE JOB 

MAIN STREET 

OUR MR. WRENN 

MARTIN ARROWSMITH 
FREE AIR 

DODSWORTH 

ELMER GANTRY 

THE TRAIL OF THE HAWK 


THE COLLECTED WORKS OF MARY WEBB, 
uniform edition. Small cr. 8vo. Green cloth, fully gilt. 
5s. net a volume. 


GONE TO EARTH. With an Introduction by JOHN BUCHAN 
SEVEN FOR A SECRET. With an Introduction by ROBERT 
LYND 
PRECIOUS BANE. With an Introduction by the RT. HON, 
STANLEY BALDWIN 
THE GOLDEN ARROW. With an Introduction by c. kK. 
CHESTERTON 
THE HOUSE IN DORMER FOREST. With an Introduction 
by the REV. H. R. L. SHEPPARD 
POEMS AND THE SPRING OF JOY. With an Introduction 
by WALTER DE LA MARE 
ARMOUR WHEREIN HE TRUSTED. A Collection of her 
short stories, including the unfinished novel upon which she 
was working at the time of her death. With an Introduction by 


MARTIN ARMSTRONG 
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THE NOVELS OF MISS E. H. YOUNG, uniform 
edition. Small cr. 8vo. Blue cloth, fully gilt. 5s. net a 
volume. 

WILLIAM 

THE MISSES MALLETT 
YONDER 

THE VICAR’S DAUGHTER 
MOOR FIRES 

MISS MOLE 


THE NOVELS AND SHORT STORIES OF 
NAOMI MITCHISON, uniform edition. Small cr. 8vo. 
5s. net a volume. 

THE CONQUERED 

WHEN THE BOUGH BREAKS 
BLACK SPARTA 

CLOUD CUCKOO LAND 
BARBARIAN STORIES 


THE PLAYS OF EUGENE O’NEILL, uniform edition. 
Blue cloth, gilt. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6d. net a volume. 
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